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CHAPTERI. • '\ 

Rejected. 

The momlDg after a large party does not usnallj 
seem especially cheerfol to those who have been making 
meny over-night. 

Mr. Thomas Moore, in some luxuriously sentimental 
lines, has been obliging enough to State this fact before 
me; but bis verses convey tbe idea of a melancboly 
wbicb is at once romantic, dreamy, poetical, and not 
wbolly displeasing, while tbe melancboly to wbicb I 
am alluding is decidedly prosaic, matter-of-fact and to- 
tally unendurable. 

Treading a deserted banquet-ball by tbe ligbt of 
tbe moon or a solitary wax candle is one tbing, and 
seeing an ordinary bouse about 6 o'clock a.m. in disorder 
quite anotber; traversing rooms after tbe guests bave 
departed, and, in tbe loneliness, barmoniously rbyming 
out tbougbts füll of a delicious sadness, bas not exactly 
tbe same effect as opening tbe sbutters in tbe moming, 
and letting dayligbt in on tbe litter and confusion a 
parcel of people always leave bebind tbem. 

If tbe lady wbo presided over tbe evening's enter- 
tainment, or tbe bousemaid wbo adniits tbe sunsbine 
into tbe room, were to write verseB on ^ud^i «si^ 
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occasion, the poem produced would be ratb^t dissimilar 
to that of which mention has alreadj bB'en yaade. 

A general feeling of upsiderdöwiifkesS^ is the effect 
produced in the moming by.ä'iaeW-Jt-making over-night; 
the hostess is weaiy.f tJ^oioSt has exhausted his ener- 
gies; the servaiits arö^.ifi^'a perfect "Inferno" of plates 
and tujnbfecs, ef dishes and wine-glasses ; the rooms 
look as'-.tiWgh a troop of cavalry had camped on the 
.\carpe|;s^ and slept anyhow on the chairs; the gravel in 
:Äont of the house is torn np hy the pawing of horses, 
by the scraping of impatient hoofs; there are scores of 
empty bottles; the flowers so bright the previous day 
look flabby and faded; the guests are a little jaded, 
and no one really has time to fight the battle o'er again 
and enjoy the evening in retrospect, except a few young 
ladies who, rising at mid-day, repair to each other's 
dressing-rooms, where they mutually flatter — Blanche, 
Agatha, — and Agatha, Diana — and wish they were 
going to just such another party.every night through- 
out the year. 

There are many things in nature and art to 
which the "moming after" bears a singular like- 



Twoof these present themselves to me: one a muslin 
dress, with the starch out; the other, that stränge plant, 
ihe acanthus. 

Floating in clouds of drapery, Hebe proceeds to 
conquest; but suppose a shower of rain extract the 
stiffening from her gown — how does Hebe look then? 
The drapery floats no longer, but hangs limp, and the 
be-flowered and be-frilled trifle is sent off incontinently 
to the laundress.- 

Then as for the acanthus: what so darkly green, so 
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grandlj statelj in its hixoriant foliage, niiile in the 
heat? In all directions the lesvcs magnificendy group 
themsdves into poeidon, and from die centie of die 
leaves, as firom die centze of a gzaoefnl basket, spring 
the flowers, tall and erect. 

It is a splendid plant seen thns in die drawing^room 
to-night; bnt pnt it ont to-morrow moming in the 
spring breeze, and jou shall see the green leaves 
become yellow, and &11 down orer the side of the pot 
as thongh dead; jon shall have to search for the flowers, 
fallen also; after a time tou will have to search also 
for die acanthns itself, for, behold! in place of beanty, 
ngliness; in lien of gracefnl foliage, something that 
looks like a rotting vegetable — like tnmips or car- 
rots long ont of the gronnd, dead, faded, nnbeanti- 
fal! 

Back from the lanndress comes the dress, killing 
as ever. Lift yonr acanthns and bring it to die heat, 
and die sap rises again and fills die leaves, and canses 
die flowers to stand erect as formerly. Give the ser- 
vants time, and they will dear all the d^bris ont of the 
banquet-hall, and sweep it, and tidy it, and render it 
fit for die reception of more visitors. Allow the guests 
leisnre to rest, and they will recall yonr party — if 
yon have done yonr best in die matter — as an agree- 
able inddent in their lives. 

All of which brings me to what I wanted to say 
abont Percy Forbes' experiment, which was so far suc- 
cessfol, that althongh the next moming few people feit 
it had quite answered their expectadons, yet for months 
afterwards many a person talked abont that ^^ night at 
Beach Honse" as a night they desired to pass over 
again. 
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Tiie West-End matrons, when tbey reluctantly 
opened their eyes, decided "no way had been made" — 
that it was a long distance to Limehouse — that the 
mixture of classes was undesirable in the extreme; 
fathers feit that the affair would have been more jolly 
without the presence of their handsomely-dressed and 
magnificently-got-up better halves; young men were 
furious, as a rule, with jealousy, and deprecated free-and- 
easy parties with the intensest acrimony; while yoting 
ladies declared it had been "great fun," but were nn- 
able to conceal from themselves that social gatherings 
of such a description offered more scope for fun than 
for flirting. 

As to the personages whom this story more imme- 
diately concems, the evening's amusement certainly 
did not bear the moming's reflection. 

For Ada and Mrs. Hills and Mrs. Jackson there 
were headaches unutterable; for Mrs. Perkins "that 
nasty sneer of Mr. Sondes ," when he asked if he could 
take her to her "carriage," was a thorn in her flesh; 
for Percy.Forbes there was the thought that he had 
cut himself off from a life of pleasure, and that such 
gatherings, which were to him once as the breath of 
life, could be enjoyed by him in the happy careless 
spirit of old no more; for Henrietta Alwyn there was 
the dreary hope that the man she loved, whom she 
had led so far on the road to matrimony, might tum 
at the eleventh hour and devote himself to Olivine 
Sondes; for Lawrence there was the con'vlction that 
Mr. Gainswoode was going to carry off Henrietta; 
whilst for Olivine there came a dim glimmering that 
outside the life she had known and loved there lay an- 
other life which she should yet have to live, grander 




in Hs beratr. smr ^ggyr^ 
anj exislaMe of whiA sha 

The ans ai «Ige». 
jojB and sotnm, o^ A 
at Mr. Forbe^^ we t&e 
and soiTows, cf a dlAfeegiic sc «f^ peo^ue ^ 
whom she had aü jcc heea. -iarm. izl 
her World was a dxSereEc: w^sriti. wkse 
prejudices, giiefr and pfeaüors. ks^^s smd isarf . ^at 
had Mtherto bccn bejvad ker kea. re^aed s^rsaae. 

Love, jealowj, cbetj. csalaöm. cziae aad looked 
at her aerocs the ^re^ildi in ^at lazui scme were 
piinces and odier h e gjgjüis : smk wer« qaeeu vf hcaatj, 
Bome were panpen in ererj social talmt: some were 
rieh, and othecs poor; warne had aH>re a^BCckni than 
ihey knew what to do with, cast at thsr Icet, azid more 
were goin§^ abont seaichin^ Um- em tznj cmmha to 
satisfy their hnnger. 

Oat and bebend die aecme paddod^ in whidi die 
had hitherto browaed eontentedljy Ofirine looked orer 
the broad fields of Ufe, Tagnelj feeling^ as she did so, 
that those fields woold bare to be trodden in the fbtnre 
by her with willing or nnwÜlin^ feet. 

There eomes a point, as I bare said, where of ne- 
cessity the streamlet meets the stream, where the brook 
merges itself in the rirer, where the tinj lül that has 
come down from the monntains, brawling over stones, 
dancing over the pebbles, leaps into the swelling flood 
and is lost to sight, and that point, whieh is reached 
sooner or Liter by all who are bom of woman, had at 
last been tonched by OÜTine. Thenceforth, adien to 
the moss and the grass, to the flowers and the pebbles, 
to the fems and the weeds that grew beside the etteaanr 
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let of childhood, and dipped their leaves in its waters. 
Adieu, to the nnequal pace, to the leisurely curve 
round a favourite comer, to a dreamy sleep among the 
brambles, to a hurrying race down a steep descent, to 
the quiet of the small still pool lying behind the rock, 
to the musical dripping of the clear drops as they feil 
over the stones, and then wandered away singing 
ßweetly as they glided on. 

Adieu to the streamlet and welcome to the river; 
to the broad mysterious river, which hides in its depths 
aU manner of ghasüy corpses, and bears on its surface 
all sorts of goodly vessels, that spread their sails, and 
look bright and gay and brilliant in the sunshine. 
Adieu! She had come to the point where the two 
merge, and she could no more go back and retum to 
the Olivine of old, than the streamlet can trickle back 
to its fountain, or than the river can flow from the sea 
to its source. 

It was all true, and yet it was all shadowy; it was, 
as when we see in the gathering twilight a great town 
lying at the end of a road which we have set ourselves 
to travel. The town is then vague, indefinite, con- 
fused. We can distinguish no house; we can discem 
no spire; we can trace the outline of no dorne, or 
tower, or palace. It lies there, shrouded by the mists 
of evening; lies there with its homes, its churches, its 
hospitals, its graveyards, its shops, its markets, its 
business, and its pleasures mixed up together, and con- 
fiised into an undistinguishable mass. 

And yet, because we know it is before us, our 
hearts, as we near that great, dim, shadowy something, 
throb with a quicker pulse, and the blood pours through 
our veins at a more rapid rate. 
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We eould not teil what we think abont that some- 
thing as our feet bear us onwards towards its walls: 
there is not, I think, a man or a woman living, who 
wonld be able, for instance, to put into words bis or 
her first impression of a great town — say London. 

It is peopled by inbabitants that, as yet, know 
nothing of the new-comer wbo is drawing nigb to tbe 
modern Babylon; it bas its bouses, its dens, its failures, 
its prizes, its opportnnities, its £riends, its tronbles aQd 
its pleasures, and yet no stranger conld separate these 
items and think of tbem singly. It is all vagne, like 
tbe futore in wbich it is still lying — let tbe first 
view break npon a man eitber in tbe early moming, 
or wben tbe wbole scene is batbed and steeped in snn- 
sbine, or in tbe cbill gloom of a winter's aftemoon, or 
in tbe coming darkness of tbe night, it is all tbe same 
— tbe great city is but an indistinct mass in tbe dis- 
tance-, wbat it bolds for any created being tbe way- 
farer knows no more tban be knows wbat tbe morrow 
may bave in störe for bim. 

Tbe only one dear conviction be bas alike about 
city and future is tbis, that botb town, and bereafter, 
bold sometbing for bim wbicb be is joumeying for- 
ward to grasp. Wbat be sball receive wbo can teil? 
Wbetber money or asbes, wbetber bappiness or misery, 
wbetber favour or disappointment, be bas no clearer 
idea tban be bas of tbe aspect of tbe town — tbe 
nnmber of bouses in eacb street; but neitber from town 
nor from future sball be pass away empty; be sball, 
as tbe yetars go by, be filled witb berbs of bittemess, 
or regaled witb boney from tbe rock, witb bread 
kneaded out of tbe finest flour. 

For 2!^ars — over the patbways of cbildbood. 
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across its pleasant fields, beside its leafy hedgerows, 
Olivine had sanntered dreamily on, tili, behold I all at 
once she lifted her eyes, and there lay the city — 
there was that other world wherein men and women 
were living and loving, suffering and rejoicing, all the 
day long. What were the olden pathways to the child 
thenceforth? If she plucked flowers of promise and 
wreathed them together, were those garlands for her 
own eyes alone, think you? If she tumed to her 
lessons and worked in the future, as Mrs. Gregory had 
never seen her work in the past, was it to acquire 
knowledge for her own amusement? — to wile away 
the hours of loneliness? Ah! no; she had crossod 
from girlhood into the frontier land of woman's estate; 
and a portion of woman's dowry had already been 
given to her — the desire to please, the wish to at- 
tract, the longing for admiration, the hope of securing 
affection. 

Prematurely, perhaps, she reached the river, and 
yet with such a training, out of such a past, precocity 
was an evil almost to be anticipated. 

Further, the majority of people at first note down 
the experiences of life as they leam handwriting from 
copies; and the copy which seems good and beautiful 
to the school-girl is rarely that which the woman would 
choose for her guido. 

The copy Olivine, as a child, had rejected, she 
accepted in her girlish inexperience; the beauty she 
had failed to see formerly, she acknowledged with a 
great sinking at her heart Between child and girl 
there could be no comparison, and the child was free 
to judge accordingly; between girl and woman the 
comparison instituted could not, Olivine feit, be satis- 
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factory to herseif, and it came upon her like a revela- 
tion that beauty was power, that grace was a kingdom, 
that the authority which helles exercise is a lawfol 
authority, conceded in virtue of some special loveliness 
of hody, or ease of manner, or talent of mind, possessed 
hy them in no ordinary degree. 

And if she coxild only he a helle! Poor deluded 
Olivine! 

Well, if the child grew a little conscious and unlike 
her former seif, who shall say the transformation was 
nnnatural? 

Miss Alwyn came to Stepney Causeway, and, right 
or wrong, would carry off her new acquaintance to 
Hereford Street, where Olivine was literally stricken 
dumh with the luxury and the heauty that prevailed. 

Did she wonder then, think you, at Lawrence 
being captivated? A princess wandering about the 
streets may he a very worthy and respectable young 
woman; bat still, somehow, she proves unable to com- 
mand the admiring veneration which a princess, sur- 
rounded by every adjunct of her Station, rarely falls 
to inspire; and for this reason, when Olivine beheld 
Lawrence's ladye love enthroned in Hereford Street, 
she ventured one evening to hint to that young aspirant 
for matrimony her approval of his choice, and her own 
conviction that had she been a man she would have 
loved Miss Alwyn herseif. 

"Ah! you do not know Miss Alwyn," answered 
Lawrence, vaguely. Then he went on, more hurriedly, 
"What makes you all think I am engaged to her? 
Why do you all speak as if she were anything to 
me?" 

"Why, IS she not?" asked Olivine. 
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"Miss Alwyn flies at higher game than a poor 
clerk," answered Lawrence, a little bitterly; and then 
Olivine laughed at him, and spoke words which were 
very grateful to his vanity — words that implied a 
conviction on her part of there being nobody on earth 
like him — nobody so good, so clever, so patient, so 
perfect. 

"And as for that Mr. Gainswoode," finished the 
girl, "I perfectly detest him. I cannot bear to hear 
him speak." 

All of which was of conrse "nuts" to Mr. Lawrence 
Barbour, who would not have objected had Olivine 
held on in the same strain for an hour. 

Good truth, had the girl been trying to catch his 
heart at the rebound, she could not have played her 
Cards better. The woman who appreciates the virtaes 
of an individual whose many admirable qualities are ap- 
parently scarcely understood by the lady of his choice, 
Stands in a very good position for catching the ball as 
it is tossed back to him by its late possessor. 

Given — that Henrietta Alwyn married Mr. G«uui- 
woode, Lawrence Barbour was pretty nearly certain to 
marry Olivine Sondes, to give her what it might be 
she would soon stand in need of — protection, more 
especially, also, since Percy Forbes about the same 
time began endeavouring to gain an intimate footiiig 
in Stepney Causeway, and came oftener to Hereford 
Street when Olivine was visiting there, than either 
^liss Alwyn or Lawrence Barbour altogether ap- 
proved. 

"You will have to take great care of little Sondes,** 
Henrietta remarked one day to Lawrence, as they säte 
alone together in the drawing-room at Hereford Street 
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^ ^staken if Percy Forbes be not smitten 
^e gbrh^ joa ksow, it is generaHy 

\e care of her?" mqnired 

'". Forbes his intentions, 

'^lung^ lady's uncle?" 

AlwjTi. **If you desire 

.iit to endeavoür to gain it 

;rirl, it is high time yon set 

'» not want either to wear or win 
i\\Tence. 
tvice goes for nothing.*' was the rcply; 
. 11 Ftooped over her embroideiy, while 
;ied painfully. 

he asked, "is it not time this farce be- 

-; was ended? Ton know I cannot love any- 

.»esides you, whether girl or woman. Ton know 

are to me snn, moon, stars, earth, and heaven. 

. 4)U know I am poor, and I know that yon are rieh; 

but still I love yon. Always and ever lately you have 

been talking about my loving and manying some one 

eise, as thongh I conld love or marry any one afler 

seeing and knowing yon.'* 

He paused, hht she never answered him. She only 
kept toying with her wools, twisting her needle round 
and round. 

"Yon cannot but have known all this," he went 
on; "you cannot have been blind; you cannot but 
have seen why I came here constantly; how, through 
the years, I have worked with one single object, that 
of asking you to be my wife. I do not ask you to bc 
my wife yet," he hurriedly proceeded; "I only pray 

The Bac$ for WeaUk, U. "^ 
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you to say you love me; to give me one word of hope 
and encouragement , and I will labour as I have 
never laboured before to achieve a position for your 
sake/' 

Still she never answered him; she never tamed her 
liead; never spoke nor made a sign tili he stooped and 
kissed her. Then she let her face fall forward on her 
embroidery frame, and wept as she had never wept in 
hU her life, while he vainly implored her to be calm 
— prayed her for the love of Heaven not to kill him 
dth her silence and her grief. 

*'Only speak one word, Etta," he whispered, and 
le feit his breath hot on her cheek at the moment; 
inly say that in the future — " 

"Lawrence Barbour," she interrupted ; and she 

3e up, and put her hair back from her face, and 

)ked at him with tear-dimmed eyes, as she answered, 

jawrence Barbour, why have you not spared me 

s? Have I not told you, as plainly as a woman 

ild teil you, not to mention your love to me, but 

lier to take it elsewhere, to a girl who can love you 

'eturn and make you happy?" 

"And if you have latterly given such a hint, and 

: I have declined to take it," he retorted, standing 

i from her a little, and looking at the prize which 

bent on eluding him with a stränge mixture of 

tion and rage, "what then?" 

'Why, then you might have saved me pain and 

3elf mortification," she retorted. "I cannot marry 

because I am engaged to be married to Mr. 

swoode." 

Since when?" he demanded. 
What can that concem you?" she retumed. "Ac- 
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cept the fact and forget me, or eise remember only that 
we have been good friends, and that I hope we shall 
continae to be good friends for ever." 

She put out her band and toucbed bis, but be sbook 
it off; tben be' seized it and covered it iijritb kisses; 
then be prayed ber, for God's sake, not to desert bim, 
not to cast bim off, not to make bis life barren, bis 
fdture objectless; "for I love you — yes, I love you," 
be Said, in bis passionate despair; "and you love me, 
Etta, I know you do." 

Sbe could not deny it; sbe tried to do so, but be 
beat tbe falsebood back from ber lips witb kisses; sbe 
could not blind berself to tbe trutb tbat as sbe never 
bad loved before, as sbe never migbt love again, sbe 
bad cared for tbis vebement suitor, wbo would take no 
refusal, wbo would not be said nay, wbose life was 
bound up in ber life, wbo loved ber, as sucb men do 
love women, witb a devouring passion, witb an enduring 
attacbment 

"It cannot be," sbe said at last, growing in ber 
extremity angry, in ber resolution fixed. "It cannot 
be, and you bave been mad ever to tbink it could be; 
to misconstrue our kindness, to tbink tbat I sbould 
ever obtain permission to marry you,. Let go my band, 
Mr. Barbour; I insist tbat you sball not detain me. It 
is not we wbo bave led you astray; you bave wilfully 
deceived yourself In anotber monöi I sball be Mr. 
Gainswoode^s wife, and it is not fitting I sbould listen 
to sucb words as you aro now speaking to me. No, I 
do not love you; I never did love you; I never gave 
you any encouragement; I bave endeavoured to sbov 
you by every means in my power tliat your bopes 
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were vain. Let me pass, if 70a please, sir; I wish to 
ring Üie beU." 

^^AUow me/* Lawrence answered, and he laid his 
band on the bell-rope, but without pulling it. "Am I, 
tben, to take No for your final ans wer? — am I to 
anderstand tbat after all tbese years you mean to tum 
me adrift, witbout a hope." 

"I do not wisb to tum you adrift," sbe answered; 
"tbere is Olivine Sondes." 

"It is you I am talking to," be said; "not Olivine; 
it is of you I am speaking, not of tbat cbild. Once 
for all, Yes or No, — for I will never importune a 
woman, I will never persecute ber, as you call it, witb 
my love. It is tbe last time of asking. Will you take 
my love, or will you reject it — Yes or No?" 

For an instant sbe besitated; tbe toy, if valueless, 
was still pretty, and sbe did not care to give it up; 
perbaps, too, sbe bad never loved Lawrence so well as 
wben be stood before ber, angry and despairing, sbowing 
all tbe strengtb of bis nature, all bis love, bis constancy, 
bis suffering. Sbe knew be would not ask ber again, 
and tbe mere conviction of tbis fact made ber pause. 

Tben "I am very sorry for you," sbe began. 

"Never mind tbe sorrow," be interrapted; "Yes 
or No." 

"No!" and sbe put up ber bands as if to avert tbe 
storm wbicb sbe saw Coming, — but in vain. He 
stood tbere and cursed tbe day wben be first bebeld 
her, stood tbere and mocked ber, laugbed at bimself for 
baving been fooled. by one like ber, scoflTed at tbe bair 
wbicb bad entangled bim against bis will, at tbe fair 
body wbicb beld so false a beart, at tbe wiles by wbicb 
be bad been captivated. 
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"It is all over," he said, "it is all done with. I 
take back the heart that you have left empty and 
worthless, and I bid you farewell." 

Having finished wbich sentence be made ber a 
mocking bow and left the room, closing tbo door 
bebind bim. 

"Lawrence!" she cried, faintly, but Lawrence was 
gone. 



CHAPTER IL 

Down by the River. 

It was summer again ! just siicb anotber snmmer as 
tbat, during tbe course of wbicb Lawrence Barbour bad 
lain in bospital, and London looked its brigbtest and 
gayest; and in tbe country tbe fields stretcbed away, 
cakn and green, and cool and pleasant, to woods 
Standing still and stately, witb a mellow ligbt upon 
them under tbe noontide sun. 

Down by tbe river it was pleasanter still, and Law- 
rence deligbted in burrying off by tbe train to Grays 
after the day's work was over, to breatbe tbe fresh air, 
to catch tbe last rays of tbe setting sun shining on tbe 
Kentish bills, to watch tbe moon reflected in tbe waters, 
to sbake tbe dust and dirt of London off bis feet, and 
folget for a lime business in pleasure. 

"Yon have got wonderfdlly fond of tbe country au 
of a sudden," Mrs. Perkins remarked to bim on one 
occasion, wben be met ber and Ada at tbe Stepney 
Station. "Thougb yon conld never find time to run 
down and eat a chop with us wben we were at Margate, 
nor take a cut out of our Sunday's Joint (often as ^^ 
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invited you), there is no want of leisure when it is to 
Mr. Sondes' you're asked. If Josiah was head-partner 
— which Lord knows he has worked hard enough to 
be over and over again — perhaps then Mr. Barbour 
might remember as how he had relations in the firm!" 

At which juncture Ada came to the rescue. " Lor', 
mal" she exclaimed, "it is not the firm Cousin Law- 
rence wants to see, but his young lady; and I am sure 
nobody could have the heart to keep him back from 
that." And Miss Ada, who had on the smallest bonnet, 
and the largest cane-crinoline which it had as yet fallen 
to Lawrence's lot to behold on a woman, even in Lime- 
house, lifted her head aloft and tossed it and her curls 
together, while she laughed a little idiotic laugh, and 
looked coquettishly at her cousin, who anathematised 
her in his heart. 

"As for Miss Sondes — " commenced Lawrence. 

"OhI yes, indeed — as for Miss Sondes," interrupted 
Mrs. Perkins; "we all know what's in the wind there. 
Some people perhaps know too mach, and it might be 
well for other people if they could believe their nieces 
were being looked after for their money;" and having 
completed this explicit and agreeable sentence, Mrs. 
Perkins, declaring she would be late for her train, 
bustled off up the London flight of steps with most 
undignified haste, foUowed by Ada, who nodded to 
Lawrence over the iron railing, and otherwise, as the 
young man considered, misconducted herseif. 

Circumstances alter cases: had Miss Alwyn, in the 
days whojtt she was Miss Alwyn — before Mr. Gains- 
woode came, saw, and conquered, elected to kiss her 
hand to him from any staircase in Europe, Lawrence 
would have gone away enchanted with her condescen- 
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sion; bat then Ada PetkiBfi «ad Htimkiu a A}«72 
two veiy diiciciit |iiiiiiMifcri — ▼«▼ -füfiaeui lad T«y 
distinct indeed. 

As for Mb. Peddns* iBBer — -mhKt fid k B»icfr 
to liim? He kneir » vdl w «be £d^ ke w üaitl &Bg 
down to Gimjs m oider fo ■nkelore to <%TiBe Sandes, 
meaning eventasDr to arnix her, and tiie wods «f no 
"old wonum'^ (mb sqA^ I regjct to ^mj^ ht ttfiginlJHad 
Mis. Peridns) eould affBd bös pmpose bs^l 

Bnt for au duu, as tlie tnin ^ed ob to Gfvn. he 
eould not help nrnnin^ back orcr dbe jears ei Ins life 
and wondering — as we bare all woadered at <yar- 
selves. 

Was tbe old love dead, dank joa? Had die two 
years soffieed to kill tliat body? to di^ a ^tare for h? 
to make £tta Alwjn a memoiy? Xo! Ovet and over 
and over again, no! — dioiigb sinee ber marriage sbe 
bad never seen bim, and be bad never aeen ber; dioiigfa 
they had never excbanged greeting by word of moatb, 
or letter, or meesage, yet tbe old love was Ihing, and 
breadiing, and soffering sdlL 

It was tbe mere name of a beait be was offering to 
the girl down by tbe river; and it may be — yes, it 
may — that, as be jonmeyed on, Lawrence feit some 
prickings of consdenoe abont tbe lovely eyes wbich 
were lifted so often to bis, appeaüngly, tmstingly. 

''Bat sbe is so fond of me, poor Utde simpkton,*' 
he tbonght, as he pat np bis feet on the opposite 
cusbion and nnfolded his I^imes^ and drew the blue 
blind across to the exact nnmber of indies that soited 
his convenienoe, ''she is so fond of me," — and the 
man, who feit he had snffered a y^ mnch more 
grievons loss than Olivine was a gain, oomforted him- 
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. fielf with the idea of conferring happiness on her, and 
securing at the same time a veiy good position indeed 
for Lawrence Barbour. 

Not but that he had a kind of sentiment for Olivine 
which was rather like love than othervrise. He feit 
very fond of her, more particularly when Percy Forbes 
was by. He entertained an Impression that he held a 
kind of property in her, and was inclined to resent as 
a personal a£front the idea of any other person wishing 

, io gain her afiPections also. 

Though it was his worst he was giving her; tiiongh 
it was the very ashes of the love he had feit for an- 
other woman that he was laying at her feet, still he 
reqnired the whole of her love in exchange, and thought 
then, perhaps, the bargain was all in her favour. 

Withont a fortune, he would most probably not 
have thought her worth the exchange at all; but he 
did not say this even to himself, and Olivine, wander- 
ing with him over the green fields, and along the 
pleasant paths , and across the low chalk hüls down by 
the river, was happy as a queen; while Mr. Sondes, 
contented and satisfied at last, looked on approvingly, 
and allowed matters to take their course. 

He had his ideal of what a busband should be, and 
Lawrence to a great extent ful£lled that ideal. He 
wanted to see Olivine married to a man who would 
not sit down content with the fortune she brought him, 
but who would merely use it as a stepping-stone to 
greater worldly successes. He wanted a man, steady, 
resolute, of genüe blood, yet a worker, free from 
feushionable foUies, aping no fashionable vices, who 
would see to his ^4ittle niece," and keep her safe firom 
trouble and from temptation when the days came, that 
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migbt come anj moment, in which be eoiild be widi 
her no more. 

It was no detriment to Lawrence in bis ejes tbat 
he bad loved IGss Ahryn; rather, perbi^, Mr. Sondes 
considered it an advantage fbr Um to bave paoood 
througb such an experience before mairiage. If be 
gave Olivine to this young man, be wonld saye 
her £rom tbe same misery as ber motber bad en- 
dored. 

Snpposing tbat poor bidj bad cbosen differently; 
married Mr. Sondes instead of bis brodier, bow plea- 
sant and happy her life wonld bave been; and bow 
mucb better it was for bim to cbose a bnsband like 
Lawrence Barbonr for bis niece, ratber tban any in- 
dividnal the World migbt consider more taking, such as 
Percy Forbes, for instance. 

"A man witbont half Barbonr's abilities," reflected 
Mr. Sondes; "wbo is a flirt — a mere butterfly, and 
who wonld spend Olivine's money as be once spent bis 
own; who bas not a thing to recommend bim, even to 
women, except a handsome face! No, thank yon, Mr. 
Forbes," thought Mr. Sondes; "my niece mnst decline 
the distingnished hononr yon are evidently desirons of 
conferring on her — and I only wisb yon wonld pro- 
pose, tbat I migbt bave an opportnnity of telling 
yon so." 

Bnt Percy Forbes did not propose; be saw wbere 
Olivine's beart bad gone playing tmant; and, feeling 
tbe game bopeless, he never tried to win it 

"Perhaps some day she may find bim out," be 
decided; ^^find out he does not love ber, but ihat I 
do," and so he set himself to wait patiently, and catch 
this beart at its rebound. 
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That which Olivine had done unconsciously, he did 
with deliberate intention. So the world goesi the 
dainiy one man leaves uütouched, another is greedy 
after; the bliss which rather bores the favourite of for- 
tune, is hungered for by his unlucky fellow. 

Dives, it may be, had never so keen and appreeia- 
tive a relish of the meal whereat he fared sumptuously 
every day, as Lazarus of the crumbs which feil to 
his lot. 

Happiness, we may fairly conclude, is like food. 
If a person cannot digest them, where is the good of 
the choicest viands? and probably it is because ab- 
stinence leaves the mental digestion in a healthy State, 
that those who enjoy few pleasures are better able to 
assimilate them, than their apparently more fortanate 
fellows, who have sat at the world's feast so long, 
that their appetites are cloyed, and their souls weary. 

Besides, let a thing be ever so rieh, or ever so rare, 
if you do not care for it, where is the profit? 

If a woman be beautiful as Venus, and yet not the 
woman you love, what to you is the advantage? In- 
verting the sense of the old bailad a little, supposing 
she be not the fair that you admire, what does it signify 
to you how fair she be? 

Letthewine be of the rarest vintage, and you desire 
water, shall the juice of the grape seem good to you? Let 
the thing proffered be more valuable, more beautiful, more 
perfect than the toy on which you have set your heart, 
what then? why, then, if you are a child, you fling 
the jewel from you, and cry for the toy; and if you 
are a man, you but keep the gold, and sorrow after 
the tinsel. 

^is the same nte wom with a difference. 
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Two years bad not, however, passed awaj for no- 
thing. Lawrence's pain was dnüed; his angoish less 
bitter; his disappointment a thing of the past; but, for 
all that, many a time be fonnd bimself recalling tbe 
miserj be bad endnred, and tbinking of Henrietta AI- 
wyn as be never tbongbt of Olivine Sondes. 

He knew OKvine was Etta's snperior in eveiy wo- 
manly virtue; be saw sbewas pretty, nnselfisb, devoted, 
sweet; spring-flowers were not purer tban sbe; all tbat 
a man coidd desire bis wife and tbe motber of bis cbil- 
dren to be, Olivine was; bat still be did not love ber 
as sbe loved bim, as be bad loved Henrietta Alwyn. 

Often wben be was Walking witb Olivine along tbe 
field-patbs and beside tbe river, wben be, and sbe, and 
Mr. Sondes, and occasionally Percy Forbes, wended 
tbeir way towards West Tbnrrocks, and bere and tbere 
stood loitering, looking at tbe vessels going up to Lon- 
don, or starting off for distant ports, bis tbongbts were 
witb tbe past ratber tban tbe present, in Hereford Street 
and at Mallingford End, instead of in Stepney Cause- 
way, or tbe pleasant bouse at Grays. 

Since tbe day wben sbe refused bim, be and Etta 
bad never met. "No," was bis last memory of ber 
voice: tbe last picture of ber pbotograpbed on bis re- 
collection was taken wbile sbe stood witb ber bands 
uplifted deprecating bis anger. 

How beautifdl! ab, Heaven! wbat was tbis poor 
sligbt girl in comparison to tbat grand, stately, treacber- 
ous woman; but — well, "No one can bave every- 
tbing," as Percy Forbes took occasion to remark, a littie 
bitterly; "if you cannot get cake, you must content 
yourself witb bread," be added, tbinking at tbe same 
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time how he would have valued the bread that Law- 
rence deemed almost beneath bis acceptance. 

"It was tbat reflection made you come due east, I 
suppose, wben you got your eight tbousand pounds," 
retorted Lawrence; "not that you bave bought so par- 
ticularly mucb bread, it seems to me, for your money. 
Considering I started with nothing, I think I have 
done a vast deal better than you; though you have got 
a precious comfortable berth, still you are shelved, and 
no mistake about the matter.^^ 

"A hare and a tortoise once ran a race," replied 
Percy: "perhaps you can remember which won, and 
despite your polite remarks about my slow rate of pro- 
gress, and deficiency in those gifts which have been 
showered pretty liberally on you, it may happen here- 
after that I shall still reach the winning-post before 
you. 

"I advise you not to try a race with me," retorted 
Lawrence, with a sudden anger. 

"Then either go on or leave the course clear," an- 
swered Percy Forbes. "It is not fair to block up the 
road another man wants ta travel." 

"I shall travel my own road at my own pace," re- 
torted Lawrence; "and should recommend you not to 
attempt to dictate either to me." 

" *It is a free country;' for which original remark 
I am indebted to Mrs. Perkins," was the reply. 

Whereupon Lawrence grew pale with rage, and 
asked Percy "why the devil," if he was so fond of 
Mrs. Perkins as to be continually talking about her, 
he did not marry Ada, and then they could all live 
together at Eeach House. 
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^^Ah! mj dejur fellow, voiir dianning coasin wonld 
not care for so ohscnre a destiny. Like jou, slie 
believes in progress, not in a mere competency, wbidi, 
being «11 I have to offer to anj woman, compels me to 
celibacy." 

And Percj looked for a moment actnaUy grare. 
He thonglit of the sweet face that never biightened for 
him, of the ejes that nerer lighted np when he came 
in sight, of the cheeks that never colonred at his ap- 
proach, of the girl who had no love to gire him, bot 
who loyed this other man with all the strength of her 
natnre. 

From that daj Lawrence began serionsly to think 
of manying Olivine — thonght of doing so without 
axLj reluctance, bnt rather with some degree of plea- 
sore. He was weary of lodgings; he wanted to have 
a home, a honse of his own; he conld not blind him- 
seif to the fact that Olivine wonld be a capital match; 
and he began to think it was time for him to commence 
making more rapid steps towards fortone than had 
hitherto been the case. He conld not go on being a 
Clerk for ever; he knew he shonld not be able to keep 
ap the pace at which he had hitherto travelled mach 
longer. His health was never likely to be good; he 
had those attacks occasionally which promised some 
day completely to prostrate him. After Miss Alwyn's 
rejeetion, he had fonght with his tronbles, and stuck 
to his work, and tumed a defiant face on a world which 
woald have sympathised with him; and the effort had 
(lone him no good. He had spent his strength in try- 
ing to meet his sorrow like a man; and no one — 
none save Olivine Sondes — ever knew how heavily 
the blow had fidlen, how deep the wound had been. 
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^^^liv/.io lA» about the house with a 
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^"^^ with a more elasdc tread, after bis de- 

^n, finally, as I have said, wben two years 

ed by, Lawrence fonnd bimself going con- 

down to Gray's; bnirying away firom London 

i'iisiness, from Stepney and Limeboose, and 

."}- and office and ledger, to spend bis evenings 
All Mr. Sondes and Olivine, and to find a pleasnre 
^'Ireamed of before in tbe rest and qniet of tbe 
('«»untry. 

For the man was weary — tbere conld be no qnes- 
tion about tbat — weary of tbe eternal work, of tbe 
verlas ting grind, of tbe wbirl of London life, of tbe 
(lin and the noise, of tbe mental wear and tear, of 
the continual tnrmoil; and be was wont, wben tbe 
train bad once fairly readhed tbe outskirts of tbe town, 
to settle bimself down to tbe enjoyment of mral sigbts 
aiid sounds with a keen physical relisb, wbicb is only 
perbaps to be eamed by long sojonm and incessant 
labonr of bead or band in a great city. 

Tbe very smell of the eartb was gratefdl to bim : 
the sigbt of the grass, of tbe shining river, of tbe 
green knolls, of the white chalk cliffs abont Purfleet, 
of tbe little plantation on tbe top of tbe bill lying 
hetween the Station and tbe river, afifected bis beart 
in tbose days as the sigbt of very mncb more lovely 
scenery failed to tonch it in after days. 

Many and many a lime, wben grievons sickness 
feil npon bim in the years wbicb were then to come, 
Lawrence Barbonr feit the peace of tbat sinless snmmer 
come back and brood over bis sonl, come back and 
bring a blessing with it. 

Up to tbat point bis life, since be fairly settled to 
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Forbes increased daOy, and he decided that be 

'W for certain niieüier Olhine was to be bis 

lie mnst take tbe final leap, and bind bimseHl 

tlie fate was not so bard an one. Whb Etta 

Fl a memoiy, tbe realitj of Olivine was not com- 

:-Iy disagreeable. He sbonld hxve a pleasant bome, 
sweet, gentle wife; sometbing once again to work 
r)r; he would speak to Mr. Sondes tbat Tery erening: 
Mild Le carried out bis intention; be took opportnnitj 
under tbe moonügbt to talk to bis emplojer in tbe 
garden and prefer bis petition. 

"Wbat I am saying may seem piesamptnons,^ be 
proceeded, ratber disconcerted by Mr. Sondes* conti- 
nued silence. "I know I am poor; tbat it mnst appear 
to you a wretcbed matcb for yonr niece; bnt stfll, if 
you give ber to me, I will try to make ber bappy; to 
be to ber all you bave been." 

"You could not," answered Mr. Sondes; "no man 
could be to ber wbat I bave been; no man, wbetber 
fatber or busband, or brotber or son, could ever love 
tbat cbild as I bave loved ber. Sbe bas been tbe one 
thougbt of my life; wbat woman is tbe one tbougbt of 
ber busband?" 

"Sbe sball be my one tbougbt," said Lawrence; 
"wbom bave I beside her on earth? If you think, 
beeause I once was fond of Miss Alwyn, tbat I cannot 
give your niece a better love, you are mistaken. Let 
me only show you how faithfidly I will discharge my 
tmst Let me only prove I bave outlived my foUy ; 
let me only work for her; give me some great tbing 
to do, and I will do it. Surely, sir, you must bave 
Seen wbat the result would be; you cannot bave meant 
to raise my hopes only to dash them down again." 

Th$ Bace fw Wealth. IL 3 
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"No," answered Mr. Sondes; "but jet I fear. Let 
US walkdöwn towards the river," he added, abruptly; 
and in the bright moonlight Olivine saw them loiter 
slowly to the water's edge, talking as they went. 

When they came back an hour ^fterwards Mr. 
Sondes looked relieved and Lawrence happy. It was 
all settled; if Olivine were willing to have him, Law- 
rence Barbour had permission to marry her. Mr. 
Sondes had told him what he would do for them. He 
would not have any one marry his child for her money, 
and he told Lawrence as much; neither should she go 
to any man penniless, nor should any penniless man 
wed her; — but — said Mr. Sondes, 

" Consider yourself from to-night a partner to the 
extent of one-fourth in my business, whether you 
marry Olivine or whether you do not. She has her 
own fortune — a small one ; but what I have to leave 
behind me I shall in all human probability not be- 
queath to her. Think the matter well over. Remem- 
ber, I mean precisely what I say — so much and no 
more — and make up your mind accordingly. If you 
love my niece for her own seif, marty her; if you do 
not, for God's sake leave her the chance of becoming 
hereafter the wife of some one who will love her dis- 
interestedly. Did I not bolieve you would strive to 
make her happy, that you would be faithful to, and 
tender with her, I would rather cut out my tongue 
than give my consent to your marrying her. She has 
never heard a harsh or an unkind word, remember. 
Perhaps I have reared her too tenderly for her future 
peace , but I did it for the best; and it is too late to 
repair the error, if it really were one." 

"She shall be to me as she has beeu to you," 
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answered Lawrence; and he meant what he said — 
meant it then, every sentence: and the more he 
thought about the matter the more steadily resolved 
he feit to cherish Olivine very tenderly. He had no 
doubt about her acceptance of him, and no donbt on 
that point had seemed to have ever occnrred to Mr. 
Sondes. 

It is not a particnlarly dignified attitude for a 
heroine, that of waiting to be asked; and jetthatthere 
was anjthing singolar in it, or that he ever should 
come to think less of her in consequence, were ideas 
which never crossed Lawrence^s mind. 

She had loved him from a child, and he wonld 
take her now she was a girl and try to give her a 
better affection than he had ever feit for Henrietta 
Alwyn. 

If he searched England throngh for a wife, where 
conld he find anything softer, sweeter, more amiable 
than Olivine? In a dream he walked about London. 
With bis thoughts at Grajs, he attended to business, 
and answered letters, and tried expenments, and spoke 
to customers, tili at last the time came for leaving off 
work for the week, and going down to the river's side 
for Saturday evening, for the whole of Sunday, and 
Sunday night. 

He was rather late in arriving at the Station ; he 
had but time to show bis ticket and jump into a car- 
riage before the train started. 

Quite by accident he had chosen bis carriage, and 
yet the moment he dropped into bis place he beheld 
Percy Forbes seated opposite to him. 

"Where are you off to?" he inquired. 

3* 
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"No," answered Mr. Sondes; "b^ 
US walk down towarda the river," lie 
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Sondes had told him what Iv 
would not have any one u 
and he told Lawrence as i: 
to any man penniless, ir 
wed her; — but — said 

" Consider yonrself f" 
extent of one-fourth 
marry Olivine er wb* 
own fortune — a sn: 
behind me I shali 
queath to her. 'i'»>- 
ber, I mean preci;- 
more — and mn »• • 



- -.-= off to?" 

<LlkiIy ; and he 

'." e litüe town 

^■ü^h and too 

-.1 he dared, he 

^^»ression to Mr. 



.^»«e auything of the 

. 115 oompanion, and 

j such marked cold- 

.,^? retuge in the pages 

jüBieif to the study of 

. . ^>. -»t rates of carriage, 

.^i :üe Sondes'?" asked 
^ 4>(.ka(»er when they were 



love my iiioco tv»»- 

not, for GutV« >,. 

hereafter thu ■» 

interestcdly, 

make Im . ' ■■ 

tender ■ ' .. 

than pi 

nevor 

Perli.- 

peac- 

rej>{< 



.vu Percy, without lifüng 
^.\ Mid not another word 
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•n the pleasant drawing-room , talking ear- 

-,011 mj consent," Mr.Sondes remarked at 
. if slie likes to liave him she shalL I am 

you, Mr. Forbes, but " 

liut speak of that," Percy answered, genüy; 

inse and walked towards the window, and re- 

d looking out over the fields and the river without 

11^ anything very distinctly for a minute or two, 

. 'i'">re he added another word. "I wonld have tried to 

liiake her happy," he said, at length, and then he sat 

down, and covered his face with his hand, like one 

who, having received a heavy blow, tries to bear the 

pain patienüy and in silence. 

"Never mention it to her," he entreated, at last 
"I should not wish her to know what suflFering her 
sweet face has caused," and he looked up at Mr. 
Sondes with such an expression of Miguish on his 
usoally gay countenance, that the eider man's heart 
was touched. 

"Mr. Forbes," he said, "I think I have never done 
yoa justice," and a terrible doubt swept across his 
mind as to whether he had not after all made a mistake. 
"I am afraid you have," answered Percy, dolefuUy; 
"but yet I think, had I married a wife like her," and 
he tumed his eyes towards the garden as he spoke, "I 
might have made something of my future still. Well, 
it was not to be — it was not to be." 

Who that night was gayer than Percy Forbes? 
who talked so fast and talked so well; who told so 
many stories, . or seemed so utterly careless and light- 
hearted? who could have promised more readily to 
go to church with them the next day and retum to 
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"I am going to Grays; wLere are yoi 
rotortcd Mr. Forbes. 
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nieton Inn," be said at last; ''what 
f^nk iM man,'* and he kissed her 
'- into the honse. 

'von will never lose me; no 
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v that; it was hut my 
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CHAPTEK III. 

Lawrence UndentandB. 

-IT few of my readers are likely to be acqnunted 
ii even the extemal appearance of the parish chnrch 
't* Stepney — with that St Dunstan's which is really 
much more St Dnnstan's-in-the-East than Sir Christopher 
Wren's famous lantem edifice — with that St Dun- 
stan*s where the stone firom Carthage makes its prosaic 
lamentation in very bad poetry — where The Spectator 
fonnd food for satire — where Dame Rebecca Berry, 
the fortnnate heroine of "The Fish and the Ring," 
sleeps that sleep which no dreams of romance come to 
disturb — where rests an individnal who has chosen to 
send his name down to posterity in the foUowing 
fashion: — 
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dinner? and yet there cam 
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repair to Stepney for change of air, and 
.' delights of the coontiy, are gone almost 
• :cceptioii. The qnaint red brick mansions, the 
ü'dens, the windüig walks, the sheltered päd- 
:^, the ridh meadows, these things are phantoms 
« niomories of the long ago. Streets cover the green 
i.-- of a few years since; lines and lines of small 
ii'iuses have obliterated the former land-marks, have 
^hanged the appearance of the whole neighbonrhood. 
The little village of Stibenhede, lying some distance 
out of town, is now a part and parcel of the great Ba- 
bylon itself. The most coontrified-looking portion of 
Stepney is at present its graveyard; — the only vestige 
of respectable or pictoresque antiqnity which the parish 
contains is its church. 

And that Stands dark and still the same as ever. 
It Stands among the houses, as it once stood in the 
midst of the sweet country, with its grey hoary tower 
rearing itself against the sky; and the bells, the sweet 
sonnds whereof formerly floated over garden and meadow 
and marsh land, now ring out amidst brick and mortar 
and stone — now peal joyously or toll moumfuUy, in the 
ears of men and women who reside where the lark once 
made her lonely nest, where cowslips grew and cattie 
browsed, in the days when London and the din thereof 
were things that lay far away from Si Dunstan's and 
Stepney. 

Now, Mendfl, the fifteen hundred acres are built 
over; there are streets where there were field-paths, 
alleys where there were hedgerows; there is a great 
Population of stmggling men and carewom women con- 
gregated together around the old church where Olivine 
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Bondes and Lawrence Barbour became in due time 
man, and wife. 

Their wedding was no private affair, transacted in 
a comer, effected by means of a couple of carriages, a 
sleepy clergyman, a disgusted clerk, and an indignant 
pew-opener. That was no ceremony huddled over as 
though the pair feit properly ashamed of themselves, 
and desired to let the world Iqiow as little of their 
foUy as might be. In the midst of the congregation 
the twain were married. From amongst a seleet body 
of respectable parishioners coUected inside the church, 
and a mob of ragged nrchins and questionable ronghs 
gathered about the gates, perched on the low wall 
surrounding the graveyard, holding on by the iron 
railings, and scattered over the tombs, Lawrence Bar- 
bour, surrounded by his friends, and her fpiends, bore 
away his girl-wife, proudly and gracefully enough. 

Keversing the usual rule, he grew very fond of 
Olivine after he was engaged to her; he came to love 
her with the same kind of love as a man who has had 
a hard, stormy, exciting lifo gets in time to feel for 
the sweet home-rest, for the great peace of a qniet 
domestic existence. 

With her there were no storms nor tempests, no 
dark quarreis, no great bursts of sunshine. It was all 
like the calm of a still summer evening; it was all 
first-love, and adoration and clinging affection on the 
one side, and on the other, something which was very 
like love, and which promised to supply the place of 
that rather uncertain passion to admiration. 

Lawrence himself, at all events, was satisfied; so 
-vrere Olivine and Mr. Sondes, and the spectators and 
the bridal party, with the exception it might be, of 



LAWBENCE tJKDERSTAKDS. 43 

Percj Forbes, who, standing back a litüe, among the 
least honourable gaests, lifted bis ejes for a moment 
wben Lawrence and Olivine became man and wife, 
and looked first at bim, and tben at ber, and tben 
fixedly, at Mr. Sondes. 

It was a corionsly comprebensive look, and tbere 
was sometbing peculiar abont it, wbicb attracted tbe 
attention and aronsed tbe cnriosity of more tban one 
person in tbe cbnrcb. 

"Wbatever, Mr. Forbes, were yon a-staring at 
Mrs. Barbonr for, sp particular?^' asked Mrs. Jackson, 
getting Percy pinned up against a pew-door, and putting 
die question in a flutter of feminine amazement 

*'I wanted to see bow a bride looked at tbe especial 
moment wben sbe leaves bope bebind," answered Perey, 
ligbtly. "Frankly, I must say I tbink a woman accepts 
tbe inevitable, witb more resignation tban a man. It 
is an interesting study tbat of bride, and bridegroom. 
I sball probably pursue it in otber cburcbes.'* 

"Wbat a cbaracter you are!" exdaimed Mrs. 
Jackson. 

"A good one, I bope," be retumed; and tben be 
followed tbe bridal party into tbe vestry, and bebeld 
Olivine signing, witb a pretty confiision, ber maiden 
name for tbe last time. Wben sbe finisbed sbe cbanced 
to look up, and caugbt Percy's glance fixed upon ber; 
and over tbe beads bent down to scmtinise tbe signa- 
tures in tbe registry, sbe smiled at ber old friend witb 
a sweet abasbed timidity. 

Sbe was losing ber courage, and be saw it; sbe 
was tuming on tbe very tbresbold of ber new life to 
look balf-regretfully on tbe life wbicb migbt never be 
more; and over tbe beads, tbrougb tbe litüe crowd, be 
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smiled back and nodded encouraginglj, and the yt 
Üiing took heart again, 

Slie pasaed close hj where he etood whei 
walked clown the aisle clinging to Lawrence's Brt^ 
ehe never knew tili the years w^tB come and 
that he had cau^ht a fold of her white dreh 
totiched him in lier progress — caught it jtii^ 
moment m his despair at feeling she had go» 
him for ever, 

"What a ßweet, yonng, girlish, innocent cri 
was, floating away from him in a cloud > 
strangera even tnmed to look at her; the aj;* 
who thronged the fi-ee seats said she lüoked 
an aogelj and Percy Forbeß, who heard oui 
utter thiB remark, aud feit that it exactJy 
his own dionght in the matter, gavö the * 
flovereign^ and left her standing in the cht 
a State of wonderment nnspeakable. 

There was a goodly Company bidden tii 
breakfaat. Oüvine^s few relativeti were t 
Lawrence Barbonr'« kindred to the thir* 
generali ons* He had taken care to let h 
known amongst his people that Olivine Tt 
an heireflfi, biit tbat she had gentle blöt* 
to hoot; and that, moreover, he him* 
chancß of some day becoming milliont' 

All of which proved irre stible* 
from near the Barbours eam< flocfciii^ 
Cause way and the Commert 1 Boml 
such a aight of carriages, anc loacbiir 
and grand gentlemen and gt ,t ladl 
the mindsi of the juvenile pop 
a workman to stand open-moi 
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which Observation Mr. Sondes laughed, and said, "Tou 
know a good deal of chemistry, but you knbw very 
litüe of the world." 

"If blowing bot one day, and cold, tbe next, con- 
stitutes knowledge of tbe world, I do not wisb to cbange 
my ignorance," Mr. Perkins retorted, and Mr. Sondes 
laugbed again. 

But at a later period of tbe entertainment, after the 
bappy pair bad left for tbe Continent, after a consider- 
able number of toasts bad been bononred, and speecbes 
made, and cbampagne swallowed, Mr^ Perkins, seemg 
bow Mr. Barbour was neglected by bis grand kinsfolk, 
bow it was in bonour of tbe man wbo bad won the 
first beat in tbe Kace for Wealtb, and not out of 
respect to bis fatber, or because of any sentiment con* 
ceming blood being tbicker tban water, tbat tbe notables 
bad bonoured tbe EastEnd with tbeir presence; seeing 
these tbings, I say, tbe cbemist relented and went and 
talked to Mr. Barbour, wbo was somewbat broken down 
in tbose days, pbysically as well as mentally. 

And Mj. Barbour feit grateful to Mr. Perkins for 
bis good nature. Vaguely be understood tbat tbe old 
Barbour of Mallingford — wbo bad spent freely, wbo, 
having inberited a mortgaged property, bad not been 
wise in time, wbo was but tbe least brauch of a very 
poor and unprofitable tree -— seemed amazingly in- 
significant in the eyes of a new generation, wbo wor- 
shipped a much more prosaic, and tangible god, tban 
Birth. 

There was Edmund, now — Edmund, wbo bad 
never soiled bis bands with trade, nor taxed bis brain 
with arithmetic, nor lived in the East End, nor done 
anything greatly unbefitting a gentleman and a curate 
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— there was Edmund who Lad assisted that very 
moming in tying the knot matrimonial, and nobodj 
took mucb notice even of him. 

The World Mr. Barbonr once knew had gone; the 
good old times were for him a legend of past; the son 
he had tried to keep back from independence and 
wealth was of more social importance than himself; 
and all these views the old man, weeping abundantlj, 
confided at a subseq^uent period to Mr. Perkins. 

"My opinion of the matter being," observed Mrs. 
Perkins to her inferior half, "that you had both of you 
had twice too mach wine;" which opinion was the 
harder to bear patienüy since Mr. Perkins ehanced to 
have been exceedingly moderate in bis evidences of 
enthnsiasm, and Mrs. Perkins rather the reverse. 

As for Ada, the extent to which that yonng person 
ate, and drank, and giggled, and flirted with Percy 
Forbes, who ehanced to be the only man present who 
had the happiness of her acquaintance, filled her father 
with an unspeakable shame. 

He had never seen bis daughter in sociefy before, 
and he certainly had never thonght less of her in bis 
life. 

"My dear," he ventured to Mrs. Perkins, after 
Aeir retom home, "do you not think that if Ada were 
a little qoieter " 

"Now, there you go," interrupted bis wife; "it is 
so like men to be always interfering with every bit of 
innocent enjoyment a girl has, and to be wanting to 
keep back their children's high spirits, poor things. 
What was I like when you married me, before trouble 
and the cares of a family broke me down, and made 
the drudge of megl am? What was I like?" 
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M drink cold water as Le did. I 
■ faint feeling. ^Do you see 



he tumed aud 
} üu could count 

iie auswered, quite 
.iil of old attack itwas, 

y,' I Said, to try bim what 

.nL it was wonderful the serious 
iiiin. 
iiiiik as tliere's a lady he'd radier 
i ;i sliilling than Olivine Sondes, if &Le 

^uit that" It was Mr. Perkins who spoke 
but Mrs. Perkins could not have recognised 
, it was so changed by anger, so tbick witb 
.. "Quitthat, I say!" and be Struck bis clencbed 
. üii tbe table, making tbe tea-cups ratüe witb bis 
;cnce; ^^if you cannot speak witbout making miscbief, 
.ild your tongne; if you cannot use your eyes witbout 
>üeing sometbing to make otber people miserable, I bad 
ratlier you wero blind at once. Wbat bas Lawrence 
done to you tbat you sbould call bim a mercenary vil- 
lain? How bas Olivine injured you tbat you sbould 
say tbings of her busband wbicb would make ber 
wretcbed for life if they came round to ber ears? Don't 
let me bear any more sucb woman^s gossip, don^t, I 
warn you;" and Mr. Perkins left tbe room and sbut 
tbe door after bim witb a bang. 
n$ Uace fw Wealth, U. 4. 
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"Well, did jou ever?'' said Mrs. Perkins, oaco 
again addreaäing an Imagmaiy audience; and silence 
seeming- to ^ve coneent tliat tlie ima^narj audience 
never had , Mrs. Perkins pöured out another cnp of tea 
and Bolaced herself therewith. 

Mr, Älwjn likewise had been of the nomher of the 
guests, and made meny at Lawrence's expense, 

"Did not we always saj how it wonld be?" ke 
asked the bridegroom. "From tho time I saw Miss 
Sondes £rst at Grays, I thonght it would be a match^- 
How 1 wiüh Etta had beea in England to have made 
one of um to-daj, Perhaps you may see her abroad. 
If you make any stay in ParJB, be snre yon let her 
know, tliat abe oiay call on yonr wife. Promise me 
you 'will, there's a good fellow. Are yon off? Plea- 
Bant jonrnöy; Crod bless yon ! Grood-by, Mrs. Barbour, 
and God hless you. Ab l we always said how it would 
end." 

Witli wbich pieee of pi^phetic wiadom Mr, Alwya 
appearcd to be bo deüghted, that be repeated how he 
had always said it would be a matcb, to almost every 
person m ttia roonj. 

"Yos," hfl declared to Mr, Perkins, "I feit confident 
Sonden would many hii niece to Barbour^ and keep 
her noftr liim. A coufoundedly good tbing' it must 
be for Barliour; he luu< mado a capital liit, anyhow." 

"Ilti lijiH worked very hardi" Mr* Perkins ventured 
to insiuuate. 

**Hi> luin workod loo hmnl," an^^wered Mr. Alwyn; 
**\a Ci>uhi not hav^ hohl ou iil the e^aine pace mnch 
lM^«r. Aftor aU, iho ht^M ihin^ po»äible tor hlm was 
Am|^ pi\^i^i)^<dy wliftl h*» hni* ihnm A pretty v^^* — 
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making yonr five or six thonsand a-year out of Distaff 
Yard, Perkins?" 

"I wish we were," said Mr. Perkins, simply. 

"Nonsense, man; you mnst be coining there." 

"If we are, it is coppers, then," was the reply. *The 
commissioners are so sharp on ns now, we have to alter 
onr processes every week. There used to be a feir 
profit on thorough good articles; but the trade is not 
worth having, pestered to death as we are. K it were 
not for Lawrence, I think we mnst have closed long 
ago; but be delights in cbeating tbe analysers. He 
adds and be takes away, and keeps tbem in a continnal 
ferment Pity be bad not gone in for regulär cbemistry. 
He migbt bave made a name and a fortune to talk 
about" 

"Would not bave bad bealtb for it," answered Mr. 
Alwyn. 

"Tes be would, wben be first came to London," 
replied Mr. Perkins. 

"Tbank you, sir, for reminding me of bis misfortune 
and of oxir Obligation," said Mr. Alwyn, drawing bim- 
self up. "Itwas not necessary, bowever. I bave never 
forgotten tbe debt I owe bim. I am never likely to 
forget it" 

Wbereupon Mr. Perkins declared be meant notbing 
by bis remark; it was simply a remark, and notbing 
more*, be intended no sneer, and be trusted Mr. Alwyn 
would not tbink be bad desired to convey tbe sligbtest 
reproacb. 

"Don't say anotber word of apology," said Mr. 
Alwyn, completely mollified by Mr. Perkins' bumility. 
"I am certain you did not mean it — tbat tbe remark 
was unintentional; you can understand bow we feel in 

4* 
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the matter. Yau know it must be rather a sore subject 
If," went on Mr. Alwyn, with a poor attempt at a 
smile, ^4f I had been a millionaire, and able to give 
my daughter to a struggling man, why,. then the end 
of tbe story might have been different. Or if Barbonr 
could have got a partnership, perhaps some arrangement 
— eh? you understand. As things turned out, how- 
ever, what was I to do? Etta had been accustomed to 
every luxury, to every conceivable comfort. She never 
could have endured poverty, or even mere competence. 
It would have been misery for both — utter misery. 
Still, you know, theyought to have been ableto marry; 
things ought somehow to have tumed out all right for 
them. Not but what I think Barbour will be happier 
as it is. Still, for all that, you know when a man 
perils his life for a woman, he naturally expects some 
return; and I fear he, poor fellow, at one time did 
fee] disappointed. I wanted to say this to somebody 
belonging to him, and I hope we shall all be good 
friends. Perhaps you will some day understand that I 
could not help it, and that this is a better match for 
your relative in every way. And if I ever can be of 
any use to you or him, or his wife, or your wife, come 
to me without hesitation. There — there — don't 
thank me; it is nothing. God bless you. I hope you'U 
do well." 

"I wonder if his mind is going," was Mr. Perkins' 
inward commentaryon this speech; and he thought the 
matter over and over, tili at last he decided there was 
some fresb screw loose — that the house of Alwyn and 
Allison must be tottering. 

"Do you not think Mr. Alwyn is looking very ill?" 
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he asked bis partner. '^He seems to me so worn, and 
haggard, and stränge." 

"He is either going into bis grave, or theBankrnpt 
Court," answered Mr. Sondes; "perhaps b«th." 

The same idea had occnrred to Lawrence, and he 
thought much oftener dnring bis boneymoon of Mr. 
Alwyn and Mr. Alwyn's affairs than Olivine would 
exactlj have approved, had she been able to read bis 
mind. 

As it was, she took wbat measure of attention 
Lawrence accorded her gratefally; knowing no better, 
she thought the love he gave her was all he had to give, 
and feit satisfied. If, after a few weeks, he grew rest- 
less and desirous of retuming to London, it never 
occnrred to the joung wife that he was tired of her. 
He was very kind to, and thongbtfal for, her. He had 
made up bis mind that he wonld be a good and faitb- 
ful busband, but still day by day he became more and 
more conscious that such love as he had once feit for 
Etta Alwyn be could never feel for Olivine*, and day 
by day be grew more afraid of looking into bis own 
beart, lest he sbould find that already be repented bim 
of marrying. 

It was pleasant to be worshipped as Olivine wor- 
shipped bim; to be loved wbolly and entirely by even 
such a young, unformed, simple creature; it was deli- 
cious to feel she believed in bim perfectly; thought 
bim the best, and the cleverest, and the kindest of 
created beings; but it was not so pleasant to be bound 
for lifo to love and cherish in return. 

Honeymoons, be decided, were mistakes. If be 
had never been thrown so completely on bis wife's 
Society, be would never have found out half of wbat 
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was in his heart concenüng her. He would get back 
to London, and to work. He longed for the bn^y lif^, 
for tbe occupied minutos once again. He waa sick of 
idlenesB, weaiy of a holiday whicb had grown tedious 
in the extreme* He looked for bis lettera with eager- 
ness; be read news from tbe old basiness world witb 
avidity; be was nmcb more intoreated in heariog of 
Orders, tban in listening to Olivine's ecstaaios, 

"I tbinkj" Said Mr, Perkins, in one of blri brief 
epistles, '*you had better not prolong your stay beyoml 
tbe montb^ as Mr, Sondoa is far from well; and tbingH 
will go to tbe deace in Goodraan's Fields^ if tbere is 
not some one to see to them/' 

Hovf Lawrence blessed bis kiosman for tbat Ben- 
tence! "Olivine, dear<?st, your unclö is not yery 
well," lie remarked, knowing perfectly wbat the resnlt 
would bo, 

"Not welll" sbe ecboed, "wbat is tbe matter? Will 
you go Ijome? May we go back at once? Oh! Law- 
rence, don't tbink me selfisb, bot I cannot be happy 
bere any longer. Is he very ill? Is be able to attend 
to business? Wbat is tbe matter?" 

"Mr. Perkins does not say," answered Lawrence. 
"Here is a letter from Forbes — porhapa be teils us 
sometbing more;" and tbe young man opened tbe 
envelope and read on in silence, Olivine standing beforc 
bim, and waiting for particulars. 

"Here it is^" Lawrence continoed, at last, — 
"*Mr. Sondes ifl not at all well, bas not been out 
of tbe bouae for a week. He will not allow me to 
send for yon, bat tbat is no reason wby you should 
not know of bis illtiess and use your ow^ 
tion.'" 
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"Have 70U heaxd of Alwyn's failure? such a smasli! 
and not a sixpence of personal property. Mallingford 
belongs to Mr. Gainswoode, and the creditors are in such 
a rage. Gainswoode bought it from his fathei>in-law 
when he married Miss Etta/' 

''What is the matter? what more does he say about 
my uncle?" asked Olivine in affright, for she saw her 
husband's face change as he read the latter paragraph 
to himself. 

"He does not say anything more about your uncle, 
love," Lawrence answered; "upon my word he does not, 
Olivine. I read you every syllable that concems him; 
all the rest is a business matter — entirely business;" 
and he thrust the letter into his pocket, and then 
kissed his wife with a kind of desperate remorse. He 
knew at last why Etta Alwyn had jilted him; and he 
knew also at the same moment that, feeling as he did 
towards her, he ought never to have married Olivine 
Sondes. 



CHAPTEB IV. 

Tbe Betam. 

Gbbat was the astonishment expressed in mercantile 
drdes when the failure of Alwyn and Allison, Colonial 
Brokers, was announced; but this astonishment proved 
as nothing in comparison to the dismay feit when it 
came to be understood the house had not merely 
stopped payment, but was rotten and bankrupt to the 
oore. 

Some few persons, indeed, had been doubtful of the 
fitm's ßolvency for a considerable time previously, but 
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Üieu in such cases a iew persons always are wise Lefore 
theiT time, 

Let what will happen in tbe City — let thia first- 
rate Company coUapBe, that perfectly ROUDd bank smast 
— let Blackbuü provß unable to meet settliug^ day 
gerencly, or Hnll, Mau ehester, and Co., fail to honaur 
tLeiT accöptances, — - straig-litway tbere arises a üttle 
regiment who were long ago aware of a tiglitnesfl 
in moncy matters, of a serew boing loose^ of ßome- 
tbiiig amisfl with tbe securitieB, of too mnch dornest! c 
extravagance, of an enormone number of bad debti». 

Wben the Btorm breaks, when tlie evil begins to bö 
talkod of openly, it 13 really Astooishing to find for bow 
many a day previonsly very petty people bad been 
whispering of tbe impending catastrophe. 

Ä Btraw öbowa bow tbe wind blows, and no mattCT 
how cantions a tottering firm or an insolvent indiv^idnal 
may bö, it is impos^ible to prevent some slight circnm- 
Btance escaping wbich shall be a sign^ ^^ ftbarp eyes, of 
tiio boginoing of tbe end. 

It is tbe same witli a man'a credit as with a woman's 
frailty; long before tbe final crash comes in either case, 
watchful oyes have known how it wonld end^ how 
disbonour or beg^ary was approaching. The matter 
bas been discnased in very hiimble homes, ineBtioiied 
among cronies, gOHsiped aboat ovor private cnps of 
tea, canvasaed between clerks seated in modelt lodgings, 
intimated in tbose motnenfe when tobacco w presHed 
down into pipea or tbe ash is knocked off cigars. 

Tbö lower strata of society, not the lowest by many 
degrees, bnt tbe lower strata composed of tbe e™«i'- 
aalaried and highly-waged clerks of tbe commiin m 
engnizant of everything coneeming wbicb in man; 



THE RETURN. 57 

cases the npper classes would give almost any money 
to have timely information, and Üie lad who sits in 
your oflßce or who posts yonr letters, or the clerk who 
"sirs" and "if yon pleases" you, is aware of those 
little secrets which you imagine are known to yourself 
alone, and specnlates at his leisnre as to whether it is 
softening of the brain or impending min which iß the 
matter, whether the end will be a private asylnm or 
Basinghall Street 

Yonr anxieties, yonr debts, your troubles, your sins 
— veil these things as you will firom the eyes of your 
friends, acquaintances, relatives, you cannot veil them 
^m the butler Standing behind your chair, from Üie 
clerk who is your most obedient servant for thirty Shil- 
lings a week. They see the straws flying, and know 
what such flying portends; th^ watdb you when the 
mask falls fi*om your fiice, when you leave the plea- 
sant circle, and close the door beldnd you, and stoop 
to pick up the bürden of trouble which it is the ortho- 
dox thing to drop off your back before you enter into 
Society, so that you may not bore man or woman with 
even a distant view of it Eyes you think of no im- 
portance are on you when the smile fades away, and 
your mind is busy calculating chances; cnrious ears are 
open to hear your irritable complaints over small ex- 
penses, your off-hand regrets about this payment not 
having been made, that remittance not ^ving arrived. 
If you remain behind to look over your books; if you 
are eager for letters; if you inquire with any undue 
anxiely whether Mr. So-and-so has called; if Mr. So- 
and-80*s manner be at all cavalier; if you become sud- 
denly cautious about leaving papers loose in your 
private office; if you are ever seen with your head 
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resting ou your band ; if you push awaj your plate at 
dinnaFf or drink more wine than is your wont, or give 
a raadom answer denoring a wajidering miud — straight- 
way tbere is an official inquiry in oflöcc and sejrvants* 
hall conceming your affairs; andmore is pleced tögether 
out of thöse ya^Q sigus of the tinies than modern 
Divinea Lave made, or are iikely to make, out of tlie 
EmpQror of the Frencb , railwayöT and telegraphs , hiä 
Holiness tbe Pope, converts to Korne, Eishop Colenso, 
and all tlie mystical onmbers in the prophet Daniel. 

Tbere is a judgment for employera Oven in thiä 
World, and the place wbere it ia held is in neitber the 
Old Bailey nor tbe Baakruptcy Court; bnt rather in 
tap-rooms, in dlngy back parlours, in suburban tea- 
gardeno, on ßundays bcside tbe New River, or down 
at Gravesend or in any of those numerous placea wher© 
clerka and confidential men go to take the air and 
comp are notes concerning tbe ßolvency and reapecta- 
bility of tbeh^ respective principals. 

There petty juries are empaöneled^ and willing 
witnesses give evidence in tbe case; tbere Jenking^ 
establisbment and Mrs. JenkinB^ fortttne are canvassed; 
there the extent of tbe traDsactions wbicb take place 
between Simpkins and Jenkins are criticised. Wbether 
namea are lent; whetber kites are flown; wbether tbe 
govemor could retire, or wbether he won't cut up 
worth a penny; wbether tbe < ncem is of brick or of 
straw; to what extent discou :s are to be obtained; 
wbether Master Hariy is maf tg the money spin^ or 
Mr. Jolm marrying au old w< an for the sake of her 
couple of bundred tbousand - bheaa thin£r& are arsrued 
out and judgment ie delivered ^. p^ 

famiHas is driving round the ] — , ^ 
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are recreating tliemselves at honting-bozes in the 
coTUitry. 

And so, when tbe final smash comes, when the evil 
moming dawns, when the "circular" is written and 
the books are placed in the hands of those acconntants 
to whom guch pickings belong as of right, Peters meet- 
ing Matthews in that litüe passage which runs from 
Lombard Street into King William Street, where the 
post-office is situated, or in Abchurch Yard, or Coming 
out of some of the banks round Lothbury and Prince's 
Street, merely remaxks — 

"He has gone at last. Well, he fought hard to 
keep on his legs." 

To which Matthews replies — 

"Ay, but if he had fallen sooner he would not have 
brought so many down with him." Whereupon the 
pair shake their heads gravely, and Peters inquires 
whether Matthews won^t take something, and the natural 
results foUow. 

The game is played out, the race run; but every 
tum of the one, every step of the other has been 
watched by curiously observant eyes, that were sup- 
posed to be beut on ledger and day-book, on letters 
and files. The upper ten thousand hear with an in- 
dignant surprise, with a terrible astonishment, that a 
great star has fallen firom among them; that the mer- 
cantile palace has coUapsed like a child*s card-hous.e; 
Ühat the fairy bowers, the gold, the silver, the flowers, 
the splendid banquets, the men-servants and the maid- 
servants, have sdl vanished as a mist-wreath. They 
are amazed by the suddenness of the disappearance; 
they are angry at the deception which has, as they 
think, been kept up to delude them eveat/c^ ^^V^s^ 
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Tbey say, "Why, it was anly last we^k w6 dined 
there, only yesterflay we saw Mrs?. Mammoa iii the 
Paxk. How can sroeli thiiigs LgV Yet for long^ and 
long previously, Matthews^ liviiig in a thirty-pound^a- 
year house at Dalaton, or indulging- in socond-floor 
lodgings in some back atreet at the West End^ knew 
that the merchant-prince was shaky, tlmt hie rest was? 
broketij hiä mind ill at ease, that Le would find it 
difficult to pull through; that Mrs* Maminon woiihl 
not bave her bajs very iong- nuless her Settlements 
were very secure indeed; that Misa Mammon would 
never be presented at Court unless iphö isade great 
haste to St. James 'a^ that the young gentlemen would 
bave, ere long, to lay dowu their tboroughbreds and 
cease draiuing Übe City tili. 

At first sight it may seem stränge, wben Üie 
lower Stratum knows these thinga, that tbe luformation 
sbould Dot spreacl; but the emphy^ iiBver bötrays bis 
fellow-B confidence to bis employer. Amongst clerks, 
as amoTigat servauts^ Vesfrii de cor^^s constitutes a bond 
strong enougb to ensure the safety of any secret Jones 
may impart to Sraitb, or Eliza Jane whisper into the 
sympatlilsiag ear of Matilda Anne. 

It is the penalty people have to pay for civüisa- 
tion — tbis utt«r want of domestic and social freedom \ 
tbis dwelling conti nuaJly in the midst of a great arniy 
"whicb koeps ita eentiuel^ always on the alert; thiü 
sleeping, and eating, and Walking, and waking, and 
driving^, for Gver aurronnded by guards who are cogni- 
sant of every look', who take acconnt of overy word; 
who know the weaküe^ses, the sinSj the anxieties, the 
bopes of their betters, as their better« never know 1 
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weaknesses, sins, anxieties, hopes, fears, of the men 
and women who compose this modern inquisition. 

There is not a morsel of bread greatness puts in 
its lips, not a glass of wine it swallows, not an artiele 
of attire wherewith it clothes itself , not a letter it re- 
ceives, not a visitor it entertains, not a call it makes, 
not a sool it speaks to, that is not known to some one. 
Tiiere is no back-gate, there is no low garden-waU, no 
Sonday evening, no early moming gossip, no day out, 
for the mistress, as there is for the maid. 

K John Thomas marries the cook and retires on 
his bouse property, and takes np bis residence in Cle- 
matis Cottage, Holloway, he enjoys a social independ- 
ence bis former master never attained in Belgravia; 
if Matthews goes into the general commission or Man- 
chester agency business, wbich he transacts in one 
of&ce, where he is master, clerk, and errand-boy all in 
one, he is free from an espionage wbich never took 
its Argos eyes ofiP the demeanoor of his old employer. 
Friendly cooks discoss the niggardliness or extra- 
vagance of your weekly consumption of meat Where 
you live — how you do your borses — whether on 
Job or on your own account — how many you keep 
— how bard you work them, is all canvassed while 
Bogers waits to fetch you from your dinner-parties, or 
sits on the box in sober State outside the shop where 
your wife is buying your children's frocks, or the bank 
where your own balance is possibly not so large as you 
migbt deem desirable. And in like manner your Clerks, 
knowing all about your affiairs, teil what they suspeot 
one to another; and before you clearly see the end, 
they have talked it over, and wonder how you will 
hosir it, and what you will do. 
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It was Bo with Mr> Alwyn, at anj rate. Therö 
was not a Bubordmate ab out bis etablishmeat wbo feit 
surprised when the order came to elose tbe place. 

Tbat it proved a grievoiiö blow to man^ tbere can 
be no doubt, for trade cbanced to be duU, and Hitua- 
tions difÜcElt to procure; but still, no onö feit aston- 
isbed, Otber hoasea migbt be amiojed^ if they liked; 
tbe prineipals might bluster and coraplain, and talk of 
" oppoBition /^ öf Laving; been deceived, of busineaa 
baving been carried on too long-^ if tbey ebose ■ — re- 
spective clerks decided it was all bosb, tbat any body 
witb half an eye migbt have Jjeen bow thinga were 
going for bimself. 

"I coüld baye told mj people six montbs ügo it 
was ämpossible for Mr, Älwyn to stand,'' said one, 
"but of course H ts not my busineaa to interfere*" 

"I beard last Chriatmas there was a tigbtness," re- 
marked anotber. 

"I remember being^ told at tbe time bis dangbter 
mamed tbat tben be could bardly awim. He baa kept 
bis head above water pretiy well for so long.^' 

"Rascally sbame tbat private sale of Mallingford," 
decided an accountanfg clerk. 

"Deep game — artful move/' eaid tbe first apeaker^ 
admiringly; but Btill public opinion ^ aa a nile , set 
strongly against botb Mr, Alwya and Mr. Gainswoode 
for tliis transaction. "Trading npon false pretencea/' 
"keeping up bis credit bj meaas of a sbam estate," 
"flingiog good money after bad," were tbe mildeat 
pbra^es eniployed ; accusations of robbing and awindling 
were broug-bt against tbe unfortunate bankrupt, whose 
god bad falle d bim just at tbe time when be stood 
most in need of tbe assiatance of Mammoni 
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"We have long expected this," Mr. Perkins said 
to Percy Forbes, tlie "we" h^ving reference to Mr. 
Sondes and himself, "thongh of coxurse we said nothing 
of onr snispicions." 

"What indnced you to think him embarrassed?" 
asked the otber, who feit very sorry for bis former em- 
ployer, very sorry indeed. 

"His wanting to take you into partnersbip ," was 
the reply. "We feit con£dent there mnst besomething 
wrong, something rotten — "^ 

"In tbe State of Denmark," suggested Percy. 

"No, rotten in tbe business, or eise be wonld never 
bave ofiPered to take a yonng man wbo knew notbing 
wbatever of trade, wbo bad never stuck to bis work, 
into tbe firm. I api quite piain you see, Mr. Forbes, 
and I bope you won't be offended at wbat I am say- 
ing," went on Mr. Perkins, apologetically: "if any one 
offered you a partnersbip now, I sbould not be sur- 
prised; but tben it was different, — you were dif- 
ferent" 

"Batber," assented bis listener. 

"Well, it is a bad business," went on Mr. Perkins, 
"and I am glad you are well out of it, and Lawrence 
too. At one time I am sure I tbougbt be would bave 
married Miss Alwyn for certain, and, if be bad, no- 
tbing could bave saved bis going down witb tbe sbip — 
nothing." 

"Perbaps be migbt bave kept tbe sbip firom going 
down at all," speculated Mr. Forbes, but the visitor 
shook bis bead doubtfdlly. 

"Lawrence is better out of the mess," be said, 
"and Olivine will make bim a fifty-times better wife 
than Miss Alwyn ever could make to any ona, 1 \tfs^^ 
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she will be good to her fatlier now; he. was a good 
father to her." 

"He was a kind one, at all events/* assented Mr. 
Forbes. "I think I shall go up to Hereford Street, 
and see tbe old genüeman. M&nj a pleasaut honr I 
passed in his house. Well, it is hard, let Mr. Alwjn 
be what he will; I say, it does seem hard, and I for 
one am very sorry for his distress." 

"Won't it be rather awkward?" inquired Mr. Per- 
kins. 

"Asking i£ I can be of any use?" answered Percy. 
"No, I think not; at least, it won't seem awkward 
to me — not half so awkward as staying away, and 
never saying a word to him. I wish Mr. Sondes were 
well enough to call, he might now be of some real sei- 
vice to Mr. Alwyn." 

"What do you think is really the matter with 
Sondes?" demanded Mr. Perkins, suddenly. 

"How should I know?" asked Percy; "something 
wrong with his liver, did not Reddy say?" 

" Yes; but I don't believe Reddy knows much about 
the matter." 

"Perhaps he will consult some one eise when his 
daughter returns," answered Percy Forbes. "I have 
thought him looking very ill for a considerable time 
past." 

"So have I," replied Mr. Perkins. 

"Well, now he has taken Barbour into partnership, 
I hope he will take things easily, and give himself a 
Chance of recovery," was the reply, and so the conver- 
sation dropped. Bat next day Percy Forbes called in 
Hereford Street, and asked whether he could see Mr. 
Alwyn. 
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"I will inquire, sir," said Mr. Alwyn's confidentiid 
servant, ushering Percy into the drawing-room and 
closing the door bebind bim. 

How well Percy remembered tbat apartment as it 
appeapsd in Miss Etta's time: tbe fiowers, tbe knick- 
nacks, tbe littered music, tbe tangle of berlin-wool: 
now tbe balcbny was bare of sbrub, or plant, or flower, 
tbe grand piano was closed, eveiy book was laid out 
as if for burial, every cbair occupied its proper place. 

Tbere was a terrible order reigning in tbe room, a 
fearful fonnality, an utter absence of comfort, wbicb 
impressed Percy painfolly. He bad passed, as be said, 
many a pleasant day in tbe bousein tbe time wben 
Miss Alwyn queened it tbere; and be could not endure 
to witness tbe cbanges so sbort a period bad sofficed to 
bring about 

From window to window Percy wandered. Her 
looked out on tbe bastle of Oxford Street; be watcbed 
the cabs and carts, tbe omnibnses, and tbe carriages 
go by; and tben be flung bimself once again into a 
cbair, and thought of tbe old time and of tbe new, of 
tbe great man fallen, of tbe woman wbo bad fonnd ä 
sbelter for berself before tbe storm burst 

He did not feel especially bappy as be recalled 
these tbings; a man wbo bas been twice disappointed, 
wbo, having loved two women, finds bimself deserted 
by both, is not apt to find a retrospect of tbe years 
pecnliarly pleasant 

In money matters be bad prospered tolerably; but 
bis home was very lonely, bis life very cold. How 
would it be with bim in the years to come? Shonld 
he ever again grow reconciled to bis bacbelor existence? 
ever leam to forget Olivine Sondes? ever be able to 

The Bace for Wsalth. IL ^^ 
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life to go over agam I would stick to busmess, and 
leave fashionable follies alone. What good htm ÜOB 
honse ever done me? What enjojmeikt had I erer out 
of Mallingford? Wonld it not ikre been far happier 
for Etta had she been bronght np, like Barbonr's wife, 
without any extravagant notions? Well, I can never 
make a better of it now, I snppose; so tiiere is no use 
fretting abont the matter. No! jou need not hold oat 
any hopes of that kind. I can never raise my head in 
the City again; thongh, God knows, I have acted for 
the best all throngh." 

Thus he ran on, talking abont bis bankraptcy, 
about bis partner, abont the cause of the final smai^, 
abont Lawrence and Etta, about Mr. Sondes and Oli* 
vine, tili Percy took bis departure. 

"It was very kind of you," said Mr. Alw3m, gräte- 
fully, "very;" and he added bis customary bleaung in 
such a forlom piteous kind of way, that Percy Förbes 
could see nothing ludicrous in the formula, but left 
the house, feeling more sorry for Mr. Alwyn's reverses 
than he should have thought at one time possible. As 
he tumed into Oxford Street, the first person he came 
in contact with was Lawrence Barbour — Lannrence 
looking all the better for bis holiday. 

"Why, where have you come firom?" asked Percy, 
in surprise. 

"France," was the reply. " We retumed this monung. 
I am just going to call on Mr. Alwyn. I sappose he is 
awfully cut up." 

" Yes. He will be very glad to see you. Seems to 
appreciate small kindnesses wonderfully. And talking 
of that, how kind it is of you to pay almost yöur first 
visit to him." , . ' 
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"I! Oh! that is nothing!" exdaimed Lawrence. 
'^I conld not settle to business exacüj the same day I 
came back; and so, as I bad nothing to do, I thonght 
I would run np and see him. Mr. Sondes is a littie 
better," and Lawrence made a morement of departure. 

"How is Mrs. Barbour?" Percy detained him to 
ask. 

"She is very well indeed, thank you; a littie tired 
after her jonmey; a littie anxious abont her nncle; and 
so on. Gome round and see ns, will you? That is 
right. Good-day," and Lawrence was off. 

"Well, it does seem hard," soliloquised Percy 
Forbes, "that he should bare got her, and I should 
not; for I am greatly mistaken if he is still not fonder 
of Etta than of Olivine — fonder, a hundred times." 

And thinking these thoughts, he went back to bis 
house beside the river, wondering whether he should 
be able to meet Olivine day after' day and crush the 
old love out; whether he could ever come to regard 
her as Lawrence's wife, and not as something which 
had been stolen from himself. 

"Suppose I had gone in and tried my chance," 
he refiected. "But, pooh! what chance had I? Am 
not I destined to live and die a bachelor? I will put 
that ß)lly aside, and try to be of use to the child 

BtilL" 

The same evening he went round to Stepney Cause- 
way to inquire after Mr. Sondes, and found uncle and 
niece seated together in the drawing-room, bis head 
pillowed on her Shoulder. 

Very cordially Olivine greeted him: with a grave 
sad face she thanked him for bis kindness and atten- 
tion to her uncle while she was away. 
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"Only I think you ought to have told me sooner. 
Why did you not write to me direct?" and she looked 
at him a litüe reproachfully, while tlie tears gathered 
in her eyes. 

"Mr. Sondes did not wish you to be told at all," 
Percy answered ;' whereupon she stooped and kissed her 
uncle, scolding him all the while, and declaring she 
would never leave him again — never — not to see 
the grandest sights or the loveliest countries. 

After a time she grew more cheerftil, however, and 
talked much of where they had been and what they 
had Seen; told the little incidents of their short travel, 
and in her soft low voice related every particular of 
their journey. 

Percy stayed for tea, and the candles were brought 
in; but still Lawrence never made bis äppearance. 

"I wonder where he can be," Olivine at last ob- 
served. "He told us not to wait dinner for him; but 
I thought he would have been home before this." 

"He Said he was going up west," remarked Mr. 
Sondes; but Percy held his peace. He could not have 
told why he said nothing about his meeting with 
Lawrence, but he did say nothing for all that. 

When he rose to go, Olivine accompanied him 
down the staircase, and opening the library-door, begged 
him to speak with her for a moment. 

"What is the matter with uncle, Mr. Forbes?" she 
Said. There was no candle in the room; but as she 
stood in the twilight, Percy could see that she was 
paler than usual, pale and trembling. 

"Nothing serious, I hope," he answered. 

"But you know — I am sure you know," she 
persisted. 
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"My dear Mrs. Barbour, I am no doctor," he 

answered; "and I can but repeat what I said at first, 
tbat I bope there is notbing serious the matter — 
nothing but wbat your presence and your nnrsmg may 
soon put to rights." 
' "You think that really " 

"I do." Percy feit it rery hard to teil her the 
falsehood, but stiU he did teil it; and having done so, 
of course he had to stick to bis story. 

"You would not deceive me?" she suggested; and 
she laid her band on bis arm entreatingly. 

"No, I would not I think your uncle is far from 
well, but still with care I see no reason to doubt bis 
being spared to you for many a year to come." 

"Thank you," she said, simply; and she put her 
band in bis. 

For the moment Percy tumed cowaxd. He knew • 
he had spoken falsely in the spirit, though not in the 
letter*, he knew he was keeping back the fact that Mr. 
Sondes' disease must prove fatal sooner or later; but 
yet in this matter he was acting under Mr. Sondes^ 
direction, so it was scarcely that which made bim feel 
all bis good resolutions fading away, all bis strength 
ebbing out from bim. 

Still and soft and warm lay the litüe band in bis; 
in the gathering gloom she stood quiet, her light dress 
floating round her like a sort of glory; he could see 
her eyes raised to bis, wonderingly; he feit for the 
moment as if he were going mad to think she was lost 
to bim for ever-, he feit he must teil her, that he could 
not let her band go tili she knew what he had suffered; 
and then it was all over — he was a man again, 
strong to fight and to endure, stion^ \.q «r^«s^ «s" 
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protect her from all evil, strong to bear his angnish in 
silence and to make no sign, strong to drop her band 
and bid her good-by, and cross the hall, and pass ont 
of the door into the night 

For a long time after he returned home he. paced 
up and down his garden-walks — more especially that 
walk which mns parallel with the Thames. 

There were lights on the shore, lights on the ressels 
lying in the river; and every now and then Percy 
pansed in his walk, and looked up and down the river 
with a terrible despair. 

He had not feit it one-half so much when she was 
married; when he saw her pass down the aisle at St. 
Dunstan's, she had not seemed so completely lost to 
him as she did now. 

He Said to his own heart he conld not endiire it 
one minnte, and then he cnrsed himself in his anger 
for a poor fool the nezt; he said he conld not go on 
meeting her, talking to her, visiting her, and still bear 
in silence; and then he turned npon this weaker seif, 
and forced it to be strong. 

When even in inanimate nature we see something 
very pure and very white, we dread soiling it even 
by a touch; and it was some feeling of this kind, 
only intensified, Percy Forbes experienced as he walked 
beside the Thames, forming the resolntions of his ftiture 
iife. 

She was so pure, so spotless, so perfectly trustful 
and innocent, that the man feit he would have knelt 
and kissed the very hem of her garment, if he could 
only recall the few moments during which he had 
kept her band in his while he battled with his an- 
guish. 
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He -wDuld not have had even repentant tears fall 
on her. He would have tried, had God giyen her to 
him, to keep her from the knowledge of all sorrow 
and of all sin; and he rowed, while the cool earlj 
night-air fanned his temples, that he would crush out 
a love which could never he dfiything now save a pain 
and an offence; that he would conquer his passion; 
that he would resign himself to his fate, and meeting 
her constantly, never show hy word, or look, or sign, 
the sorrow she had caused him. 

That he was laying out. a task which it might 
prove heyond his strength to accomplish, did not occur 
to Percy Forbes; that, as time went hy, Olivine might 
appeal to him for help and comfort he. could not anti- 
cipate; that he should one day have to fight out a 
harder fight than any he had ever waged, he would 
not then have helieved, had an angel assured him of 
the fact w 

These things were lying before him in the ftiture; 
but the man never saw them as he walked in the still- 
ness, through the darkness, up and down the path 
overlooking the river! 



CHAPTEB V. 

Mrs. Gainswoode. 

Whilb Percy Forbes was forming all manner of 
good resolutions — laying out for himself the plan of 
his fiiture life, wherein should be found no fault — 
through the night, Lawrence Barbour was Walking 
home, weary and discontented. 

He was tired;, and yet still he walked; for he was 
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not more weary physically than mentally; and he feit 
as thongh the night-breeze, the long straight streets, 
tlie people he was sure to enconnter in those streets, 
the lights, the noise, the mere bodily fatigüe of tra- 
versing the never-ending pavements, might do him 
good, might enable him to collect his scattered senses, 
and face hü fnture before re-entering his home. 

There is nothing perhaps so terrible to a man as 
the feeling that he has matrimonially made a mistake, 
that he has delnded himself, that the woman he has 
taken for better, for worse, can never be the wife of 
his dream-fancy to him. 

Let her be good as a saint, pnre as an angel, 
beautiful as a houri, accomplished, graceful, leamed — 
she may never supply the place of that bright Image; 
never be as the first love of his yonth to the man, 
who, having once seen the ideal of his Imagination 
realised, has yet been disappointed in the little matter 
of making that ideal his wife. 

Everjrthing eise in life can be remedied — save 
this. . The years are before him, and may be fall of 
gold, rank, fame; the mines of existence are still un- 
tonched for him to dig what he will, out of; there is 
wealth for the winning, fame for the striving, land for 
the bnying, distinction for the working; there are 
fallow-fields for him to tum up, and, in the furrows 
his own plough has made, he may sow seed which 
shall bring forth abandantly; there are pictures for 
him to paint, melodies for him to compose, poems for 
him to pen, books for him to write; there are treasurös 
for him to bring from foreign lands; there is timber 
growing, wherewith he may yet build vessels to send 



URS. GAINSWOODB. 75 

across the seas; there are mjsteries for him to fatfaom, 
Problems for hiin to.isolve. 

If be make a mistake in one tbing, be can rectify 
it by doing rigbt about anotber; if one mine be nnpro- 
dnctive, or one field barren, be can trj for gold in 
some ireah direction; it is competent for bim to tum up 
tbe sods of distant acres, and plant and reap tbere; — 
bat to find one bas cbosen wrongly in marriage, is as 
wben a man discovers, just as bis sun is close npon 
setting, tbat be bas erred tbrougb life: tbere is no re- 
tracing eitber road; tbere is no getting rid eitber of 
tbe spent existence, or of tbe lawful wife; tbe day is 
gone-, tbe die cast; tbe decision made, beyond recall; 
and God belp tbe created being wbo finds, as Law- 
rence Barbour fonnd, tbat be bas taken tbe wrong 
tuming,. and commenced traversing a bateful path 
wbicb be must pursue among briars and brambles, over 
sbarp stones and bard flints, tbrougb a land destitute 
of flower or fruit, of leaf or bud, to tbe endl God 
belp His creature, tben! I say; because tbe one star, 
Hope, wbicb makes existence endurable, must bave 
dropped at tbat moment out of beaven, leaving notbing 
to ligbt tbe feeble, faltering steps onward tbrougb life, 
save tbe dim lamp, Endurance. 

Wbat if tbe man bave erred? wbat if it be but bis 
fitting wages be is receiving? does tbe fact of disease 
make tbe bitter draugbt any tbe more palatable? does 
tbe admitted Cancer render tbe pain of tbe surgeon^s 
knife any tbe less keen wben it cuts its way down, 
down into tbe sbrinking flesb? Did tbe knowledge 
tbat be bad no one but bimself to tbank for bis sorrow 
and bis bondage make Lawrence's lot seem any less 
undesirable to bim as be walked bome along tbose 
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love, she amved tnm. MalKugfiigd, and eotcroi the 
apartmeoty aad graetod Hm. 

'Sophia,'' um ^a,vnBBDg}äBhMDa,''Am^^ 
and firiendty as erer;'* ^^ tim^ die sirapt to lier aästif 
and throogh ike hoon Ütey taDced togedier, wldla Ib.' 
Alwyn oceopiad las aeeDstomed seat 

She had not aged; she had not &ded; die liad aoi 
changed, nnless it mif^t be that there was moie dlgnity 
in her caniage; more self-possession in her address. A 
woman who had bat to beckon, and the old lore» 
howeyer shj, howerer lesolvedy flnttered back; who 
had bat to smile in order to make the newlj^mamed 
man forget her ties and his own — the towb wluch 
boand her, and the obligations that laj npon him. 

Till he was oatside the door; and then he looked 
at the gold his memoiy held, and foond it dioss; at 
the gems his hands clasped, and discoyered thej wers 
bat as verj worihless stones. .What honoor or what 
pleasare, what good or what honesty, coold there be m 
such companionship for the fature? Bather what'misery, 
what grief, what sin, what falsehood, what stmg^^e, if 
he were not streng enoagh to flee from the temptation 
to come? 

When he tamed the comer of Hereford Street it 
appeared to the man^s fancj that a woman was waiting 
for him there; a woman clad all in white, feant, shadowy, 
and vague, who stole as it seemed from the walls, and 
took him Borrowfallj hj the band, and led him with 
beseeching eyes away. 

Through the jears, Lawrence never qoite lost that 
Impression; after the seasons had oome and gone, he 
still foond the fancy remaining wiih him; let him go 
far wrong as he woald, the touch of those impalpable 
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fingen, the persuasive grasp of that phantom band, were 
among the restraining influences of bis life. Thongh 
Etta Alwyn^s face haunted him; thougli she seemed to 
precede lus steps and beckon bim to follow, still tbere 
was a preeence nearer still, a baunting presence wbicb, 
nmning swiftly, kept pace witb bis pace; wbicb wonld 
not be sbaken off, wbicb kept ever looking at bim witb 
wistfal and sorrowing eyes, wbicb never appeared angry, 
bat always sad; tbe face of wbicb was like unto tbe 
fece of bis better angel — of bis wife Olivine. 

Tbe fartber be got from Hereford Street tbe more 
distinctlj be bebeld tbat vision; tili at last, looking at 
it, bis soul became filled witb a temble pity — witb a 
sickening despair: pity for tbe trouble written on tbe 
conntenance; despair for tbe part be bad taken in 
tracing tbat trouble tbere. "Poor cbild, poor Olivine!" 
lie thongbt; and Olivine, onconscions of tbe pbantom 
▼hieb bad kept bim Company tbrougb tbe noisy West- 
£nd tborongbfares, along tbe silent City streets, wondered 
▼bat made ber bnsband at once so tender and so sad, 
80 loving and so tbongbtful, wbile be beld ber to bis 
breast and kissed ber over and over again. 

**I tbougbt you were never Coming back," sbe said, 
knotting up bis cbain as sbe spoke. 

"I was detained, love," be answered; and sbe feit 
sadsfied. 

"Wbat an idiot I was," Lawrence, looking down 
npon the sweet, pure face, decided; "wbat a blind, 
besotted idiot, to feel as I bave done to-nigbt;" and 
once again he drew bis wife towards bim, and once 
again be kissed ber, wbile Olivine, nestling beside bim, 
marvelled more and more. 

As^for Mrs. Gainswoode, wben sbe went up, after 
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Lawrence departedy to the room which had beenhers 
before she mamed, Üie strongeBt impzessuht osi her 
mind was, that all lires^m general wereixniatakaiy «nS 
that he^ life in particnlar was a pecaliar mistake. 

"Why liad not the man money?^' she thongfat; and 
slie dismissed her maid, and, Ijing back in her ohair 
and looking ap at the omamented ceiling, aigaed tfais 
question out at her leisore. 

Why had not the man money? Whj conld she 
not haye married him instead of that other? Why had 
she been forced to seil herseif: and for so poor a price 
also? *'I have got very little by it/^ she leflected. 
^^Papa, I think, had the best of that bargain; bnt, after 
all, it has tomed out a mistake. What do I get firom 
it? food, clothing, shelter, and a certain poaition. What 
has been bis share? bankmptcy averted for a time; 
and decidedly, yes, decidedly, if bankmptcy had eorae 
without Mr. Gtainswoode, it would haye been an awftd 
thing for us. And so, sir, for thus muoh I am grateliil 
to yon and to Providence;** and Etta leaned back a 
little farther in her chair, and considered that inatter 
more fuUy. 

To a given point the game had been satisfactory — 
beyond that it proved she fonnd a loss. To her it had 
not been worth the candle. There was nothing she 
greatly desired she possessed; nothing she had.aet out- 
in life to win, conld she call hers. 

When she married an old man, she imagined she 
shonld be able fignratively to drive him .wiüh a ailken 
thread; that her whim would be his law; the folfflment 
of her caprices bis. delight; that she should be aUd to 
spend and to flirt, to entertain, to Visit, to receire, at 
her own sweet will and pleasure. 
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Mr. Gainswoode, however, speedily undeceived her 
on these points. He might be old, bat he was not in 
his dotage; lie might be verj fond of Etta, bat he was 
very fond of himself likewise. 

He was a coUector of old pictares, of rare books, 
of carioas cabinets; bat these articles hj no meanB 
absorbed his attention to sach an extent as to caase 
him to neglect his wife. When other wives bemoaned 
their hasbands^ absorption in business, or literatore, or 
science, or politics, Etta was wont to murmor to herseif, 
and wish that Mr. Gainswoode conld be indaced to 
foUow other men's lead and neglect her, as Mr. This, 
and That, and so forth, neglected their aggrieved better 
halves. 

"They are all alike," was Etta^s opinion. "If you 
do not want them to be after yoa, they are; and if yon 
wish to have them with you , they think two or three 
hondred miles scarcely safficient distance to keep them 
and yon apart. Heigh ho! ah, well! how sick I am of 
marriage and of slavery.'^ 

And it was slavery: every old habit, every caprice, 
every dream Etta had to lay aside when she became 
Mrs. Grainswoode. No old man^s darling was she; bat 
the wife of a somewhat exacting individaal, who liked 
Order and regalarity; who affected stately society, who 
woald have no pleasant gatherings of yoang men and 
yoong women, of marriageable bachelors and pretty 
maidens, distarbing the regalarity of his establishment. 

Playing the hostess at dreary dinner-parties, b^mg 
agreeable daring the progress of dreadfolly tiring 
evenings, not rebelling against the tread-mill-work of 
making calls and receiving visitors, being daly panctaal 
at stated interviews with the hoosekeeper — these things 
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fashionable reformatory, these people wonld regard us 
not as veiy poor imitations of themselves , bnt as indi- 
vidnals possessed not merely of independent means, büt 
also of independent opinions. 

"I am confident their way is none so pleasant er 
amnsing that we ongbt to wear ourselves out trying tö 
foUow their lead; and witb tbe money spent in art and 
curiosities we might a^Tord to set the fashion, and win 
tbe etemal gratitude of mankind by making conntry 
life agreeable, county society interesting." 

Thus Etta argued ; but she found, as time went on, 
tbat it was nseless for her to kick against tbe pricks: 
At first sbe ventured to say tbe pictures were gloomy, 
tbat tbe enormous number bnng on tbe wallö and fiU- 
ing tbe coiridors darkened tbe bonse, and gave it a 
sombre and dreary aspect; but before long, Etta leamed 
better, and discoursed as glibly about tbe old masters 
as tbougb sbe bad known eacb man "among tbe bor- 
rors" (tbat was ber way of mentally referring to tbem) 
personally. 

At first, likewise, sbe expressed berself sceptically 
conceming straigbt-backed and wretcbedly uncomfort- 
able cbairs, conceming carved cabinets, and inlaid tables, 
and wonderful cbests; sbe bad bebeld sbops, wbere so 
fast as one article of ancient fumiture was disposed of 
anotber took its place to trap tbe unwary, to be a snare 
and a delusion to connoisseurs. Never an atom did 
Mrs. Gainswoode believe in Wardour Street antiquities, 
"all made in back lanes, and giving a considerable 
amount of occupation," sbe remarked once, greatly to 
ber busband's borror, wbo was at mucb pains to ex- 
plain bow tbis carving, must bave been executed in the 
Middle Ages; bow the shape of that yase was a lost 
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art 5 how these hideous sheplierds and shepherdesses had 
descended from palace to curiosity-sliop; how, when her 
taste came to be educated, she would understand wherein 
genaine antiquities differed from spurious imitations, 
and "meantime, my love," he entreated, "pray do not 
expose your ignorance, nor talk as you do about mo- 
dern manufactories of ancient fiirniture, becanse no one 
except the very newly rieh are ever imposed on by 
counterfeits." 

Had Etta been an heiress, as the world generally 
fancied she was; had her father really owned an acre 
of Mallingford; had her fortune been certain, as Mr. 
Gainswoode — who believed in business as he believed 
in his black pictures, his marbles, his china, and him- 
self — fondly imagined, the new owner of Mallingford 
might have found moulding his wife a difficult and by 
no means an agreeable task; but as matters stood, Mrs. 
Gainswoode knew on which side her portion of bread 
was buttered, and soon leamed not to give offence ; to 
humonr her husband's peculiarities; to aftect his tastes; 
to defer to his opinions. 

How weary, however, she was of all these, and of 
him into the bargain, who could ever hope to teil? How 
she detested her hamess, how she chafed in secret at 
the bit and curb; how the coUar exasperated her, were 
things she scarcely liked to think about even when 
alone. 

Her life was passing away, and she had no plea- 
sure in it. She could not even make merry at the ex- 
pense of her acquaintances, because she had no one 
friend or relative or crony to make merry witL Every 
man and woman she met considered high life a sort of 
temporal heaven, and the Upper Ten Thousand the 
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Of what use was cleyemess to her among snch a 
set of respectabilities? Socially, the people with whom 
ßhe came in contact " disliked clevemess. It was all 
very well in books, very well in statesmen and bar- 
riisters, and men wbose profession it was to know mucb 
and to talk more; but for other persohs — persons 
wbo belonged to the Upper Ten, or who aspired to 
belong to that class — a perfect knowledge of the world 
as the World appeared to the select few, utter repose of 
manner, sublime indifference to everything, a stately 
and qniet walk through life, were gifts to be cul- 
tivated, rather than the power of conversing flnently, 
of airing any fresh opinions — any heretical ideas. 

"If I had only married a man like Lawrence," she 
thought — not once or twice, but day after day, as 
she pursued the wearisome tenour of her unexciting 
life, — "how different my fate would have beenl" 
And often she sighed to think how much happier she 
could have made herseif living even due East with 
him than amongst the trees at Mallingford. 

^' Better bread and water and freedom," she de- 
cided; *' better hips and haws in the woods than sngar 
and biscuit inside gilded wires." And the tears rose 
to Etta's eyes, and prevented her seeing the omamented 
oeiling, while she thought höw Lawrence was lost to 
her for ever — how by her own act she had given 
him away to that chit — to that baby — to that 
Olivine. 

"And yet I could not help it," finished the woman. 
"He had no money. Why had he none? why had he 
not Mallingford? why are all the pleasant men, the 
companionable men, poor as church mice? why does 
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wealth ran to disagreeable old horrors as steel to a 
magnet? Every nice man I have ever seen in my 
life was either poor or married, and yet the clergy 
expect US to beUeve in a beneficent Providence — in 
a Power which regalates tbese things. I wonder what 
bis wife will say to Master Lawrence's defection. I 
wonder if he will teil ber be bas seen me, and if sbe 
will be jealous. I wonder if Mr. Gainswoode would 
feel satisfied did be know of a young man sitting for 
five bours listening, entranced, wbile Mrs. Gainswoode 
cut up great people , and spoke evil of tbe powers tbat 
be. How delicious it is to be able to open one's mind 
to some one after a couple of years of tbe silent 
System. How pleasant to descend from a pedestal, 
and feel one is not a statne, bnt a buman being. I 
wisb I bad been bom a bousemaid. How nice it mnst 
be to talk to one's young man round tbe comer, and 
make signs to bim from upper Windows and across 
tbe streets. Wbat an amount of amusement tbose kind 
of people must get out of us; and yet, possibly, my 
maid äiinks it would suit ber views exactly to be a 
lady; and our footmen envy tbeir masters tbe fact of 
destiny baving sentenced tbem to penal servitude for 
life. Society will put me on a shorter allowance of 
civility tban ever, I suppose, now tbat it knows Mal- 
lingford does not belong to my fatber. Business 
paupers! wbat a cbarming idea. Certainly^ my bus- 
band bas bebaved magnificently in tbe matter. K tbe 
proprieties only bebave one-balf so well, I sball forgive 
tbem many a sligbt. To be sure, tbe bope of an beir 
may bave softened Mr. Gainswoode's beart. Now tbat 
is a dispensation of Providence — tbe certain failure 
and tbe possible son Coming at tbe same time — tbe 
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Perhaps slie maj soon recnm; caa I wsit for 
>he went cm. ^I take h for gnatßd ahe is 
• >iu, and not engaged?'^ This was intez^ 

"Yes, ma^am,*^ answered tfae serrant. "^She and 
Mr. Sondes have gone over to Mr. Forbes'.'' 

*'You dear, good, stnpid old sonL Wby could you 
not have said that st fiist?'' exdahned Ena. ^I will 
drive on to Beach Honse if yon think I am certain to 
find her there." 

"Yon are certain to find her, ma'am. Master likes 
to sit looking ont on the river; and Miss Olivine — 
Mrs. Barbonr, I mean — takes her work and stajs 
with him." 

"They go to Mr. Forbes' then every day, I snp- 
pose?" snggested Etta, pansing on the door step, and 
taming a little ronnd to ask the quesdon. 

^'Pretty well, ma'am. Master fancies the air down 
by the river is firesher than this,*' and Mary dosed the 
brongham door npon Mrs. G^ainswoode, who was by 
this time seated in her carriage. 

^'(rood Lord!'' ejacolated Etta to herseif as ^e 
drove along the Gommercial Boad towards the West 
India Docks; '^and these people are considered sane> 
and consider themselves so. How channing it mnst 
be to live even due East with snch perfectly nnsophis- 
ticated indiyidnals. The garden of Eden was nothing 
to this!" and Mrs. Gainswoode pnt her feet on the op- 
posite cnshion and leaned back, while she thonght 
with a Yague wonder of Mr. Sondes* madness and 
Lawrence's folly. 

"Why the man won't come to see tne; and yet he 
is such an idiot as to let bis wife spend half her time 
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bane and the antidpte appeai 
ihe netüe and the docken grow' 

And so Etta Gainswoode n 
Position; and the hours went hy , 
low on her dressing-table, anü 
cabs, of Inmbering vans, grew les 
and ihe room grew lonesome, dar 
last the woman, with a shiver, ro 
undressing herseif, went to bed, i\ 
head on the pillpw, and dosing 1 
with aU her might to go to sleep. 

The inability to sleep had latterl; 
greatest troubles. 

"K ever I take to praying," tli- 
woode, "it will be for one sonnd sle^ 
die;" imd almost involnntarily Übe v. 
as godless as she was worldly, mntteii > 
rest, for repose of body, for peace of mi. 



CHAPTEB VI. 

The Two WiTM« 

Mbs. Gainswoope remained in town f 
fortnight, and dnring that time managed U 
wsLj due East, in oi^der to call on Oliyii 
greaüy to her disgost, she fonnd "not at %in 

"It is intolerably provoking," she sal^^ 
leave London to-morrow, and I wanted ao^pi 
her," and Etta's ihick silk dress rosüed aaJi 
and the hall was filled with the perfame ui 
to pervade every plait and fold of her attiz^ 
ribbon and scrap of lace she wore.^ ...^ 
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mooning over crötdiet and Longfellow's poenm in 
Percy's pailiäke. And I am certain Perej^ waa in 
love with lier', over head and eare." 

From wliich speech it will be perceived Ühat Law- 
rence liad adbered to liis goöd intentions, and kept 
away from tbai pleasant bot dangerons sbore, wbere 
in äie moonligbt the waves came rippling in on the 
sands and the mermaids sang their songs sweeüj. 

For the rest, when Etta drove throngh the gates 
that are now so seldom opened; when ishe' alighted 
from her carriage and walked across the grass towards 
the path oveiiooking the river which has been bo often 
mentioned in this story; she fonnd not only Mr.Sondes 
and Olivine, bat Percy Forbes and Lawrence Barboiif 
all grouped together. 

"Percy, do not flatter yoorself my Visit is to yoti," 
Said Mrs. Gainswoode, after she had shaken hands all 
round, addressing herseif to Mr. Förbes^, and making 
him a little moclüng curtsey as sh6 spoke. "It is to 
this fair lady, who seems as diffienlt to catch as a 
leprachaun or a will-o'-the-wisp. I heard at Stepney 
Camseway you were here — heard, that is, by dint of 
qnestioning and lamentation — and so I came on in 
faith. Serioasly, thongh, I hare wished so mnch to 
see yon," she added, tuming to Olivine. "It strikes 
me your hnsband is not taking proper care of yon, 
child; yon look pale, and you look weary." 

Lawrence was Standing close beside Olivine ät the 
moment, and bis wife put her band confidingly in hu, 
while she answered, 

"No one can say that of you at any ratBi Ibs. 
Gainswoode, for I never saw yon look betiter.^* 

"Country air, my dear. Ton must come and try 
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whether it would not blow some colour even into jour 
cheeks. K you and your uncle were to spend a month 
with US at Mallingford, it would do you both a world 
of good. What do you say, Mr. Barbour? Will you 
spare your wife to me for a few weeks? Mr. Gains- 
woode would be so delighted. If I were at all of a 
jealous disposition, in fact — " 

"I sbould recommend Mrs. Barbour not to try 
whether you are or not," remarked Percy Forbes, All- 
ing up Etta^s blank. 

"Ah! she has more sense than to foUow your ad- 
vice in any thing," retorted Mrs. Gainswoode. "What 
a delicious spot this is, Percy; what a sin it is for you 
to be living here all alone. I declare if I were not 
married, I should really feel almost inclined to take 
pity on you myself " 

"Take pity on me now, and do not tantalise a 
po<Nr wretch with the mention of a happiness he may 
never hope to taste." 

"You are not in the least changed, I see," ob- 
served Etta. She was seated by this time, and ad- 
dressed her remarks to Peycy, who stood near her, 
from under cover of a most dainty parasol, with which 
she shaded her ^yes firom the glare of the aftemoon 
sun. 

"Nor improyed, I fear," he said, in reply; "but, 
such as I am, I r^main.as ever your devoted, obedient, 
and admiring servant." 

"Mr. Forbes,. allow me to express my obligations 
for that pretty speech," and she rose and made him 
another curtsey. 

"And as for my poor house," went on Percy, "if 
yoa will kindly oveilook that serious disadvantage of 
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the future Mrs. Forbes' unavoidable absence, and 
graciously condeeeend to make allowänces for the 
wretchedness of a baehelor's establishment, I sbonld 
feel bonoured hy jova permittmg me to baVe tbe 
pleasnre of taking'yon into dixiner.'' 

"Good gracions! Wbat time do 70a dine in Uns 
part of tbe world?^* askedEtta, with a litüe affectation 
of borror. . 

'^As a role, madam, I am primitive enotigb to par- 
take of mj fragal meal at twelve o'clock; but to-day, in 
hononr of my frienda," and Percy made an inclination 
towards Mr. Sondes, Olivine, and ber bnsband, ^'I de- 
ferred my nsnal mid-day repast for five bonrs." 

"Well, it is a stränge life," said Etta, reflectively. 

"Do yon mean my lifej or lives in general?" he 
inquired. 

"Botb,'' sbe answered. "In particalar, this seems 
to be a Strange life for yon to be leading. Had any 
person told me, in years gone by, Perey Forbes wonld 
ever tum 'worker,^ I sboold have langbed tiie idea to 
scom." 

"Yon see tbe age of miraoles is not past," int^r- 
posed Lawrence. 

"So it seems ,^' sbe replied, a little significantiy, 
and ber eyes swept tbe quartette before ber in a glanee 
wbicb did not escape Percy Forbes' notioe. 

"Can your ladyship eat before €%bt o'clock?'- he 
asked. 

"My ladyship will ixy," answcrred Etta. ^I have 
never been inside yonr bonse, Percy, sincie ihe* night 
of your ball/' sbe went on. "Ah! what a <äianiiüig 
ball tbat was. We weore «11 shigle tlien, and now 
you alone ar' i «ot qtnte fidr, Ur. Sondes^ 
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18 it? He onght to be got into the cage somebow. Do 
yon not know any pietty bird wbo wonld consent to 
enter into captivitj witb bim?'* and Mrs. Gainswoode 
tnmed to Olivine for a leply. 

"Tbere are no pretty birds in tbc Me of Dogs, I 
am afraid," sud Olivine, bingbing; "at least, none 
pretty enongb to satisfy Mr. Forbes. And it is sncb a 
pity; for, pleasant as tbe Beacb Honse is now, it wonld 
be twice as pleasant if it bad a mistress." 

''Mr. Sondes, I appeal to yon for deliverance from 
tbe wiles of matcbmakers," caied Pcrcy. "Mi». Gains- 
woode, I am going to teil yonr coacbman to pnt np 
bis borse.** 

"I will teil bim if you like," said Lawrence, and 
before tbe best conld prerent bis intention, be was off, 
and appeared no more nnlil tbey were all assembled in 
tbe drawing-room before dinner. 

"Now I do bope," Mrs. Crainswoode was entreat- 
ing, as be entered, "I do bope, Mr. Sondes, you will 
come down yery soon to MalHngford; only tbink, you 
have never seen it yet! Yon sball rise wben you like, 
go to bed wben you like, walk wbere you like, see 
wbom you like. I am quite serious in tbinking tbe 
tborougb cbange and perfect quiet wonld contribute 
more towards re-establisbing your bealtb tban all tbe 
doctors in London. Olivine knows wbat a cbarming 
place it is. Now, Olivine, like a sweet litde tbing as 
you are, persuade your uncle to come to us. Don't 
look at your busband, look at me. Mr. Barbour can 
run down from Saturday tili Monday in every week, 
if be is too mucb engaged in making bis fortune to 
give US more of bis society." 

"I tbink — ^ began Olivine, but at tbat moment 
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as unlike that on wbidi Olivine Barbour and Henrietta 
Alwyn gased, aa tha present half-finiBhed terminns of 
tlie Sonth-Eaäteni Bailw^.7 in Gumon Street is tmlike 
the old dmrdiTaid and thc^qniet conrt, the sites where- 
of it oceapies. 

To the left li^; as I.hare said, the shore line of 
the Isle of Dogs, with here a honse and there a fac- 
tory, bnt with pleuly of green ninning down towards 
the water and relieving the eye; to the right were the 
Strange old bnildings previonsly mentioned, tumble* 
down warehonses, eccentric wharyes, jntting ont nnex- 
pectedlj into the river, and growing eider bushes and 
willows, as well as barges; beyond these were Shad- 
well and Wapping, with Si Qeorge's-in-flie-East rising 
and making a point of sight in the distance; over the 
way Rotherhithe stood airing its dilapidated granaries, 
and its black wharves, in the rays of the evening snn; 
a little lower the masts in the shipbnilders* yflrds at 
Deptford, and die glass in the Windows of the chemical 
factories shone in Üie golden glory, while £ar far away 
conld be seen Shöoter's Bill, and those other rising 
grounds where the Crystal Paläce now Stands. 

And between the north side and the.sonth the rivear 
pnrsned its way peacefolly, thrpngh the outskirts of the 
great city, past Execntion Dock, over the ^K>t where 
Üie bodies of pirates once swnog opposite BlackweU — 
(a ghastly sight to any one^condiig iipit)ia ThpQC» £6r 
the first time to have for fenaa^^R^/past: <^c^ep^ 
and Woolwich, and pc tJ^jj^^ 

to Purfleet and Graj] ^^i»*«||giit8:Rpep4 

a trifte perhaps, oni n >^'»>i;|.^ .' 

**It 18 very swi t^r^bnt I 
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oannot imagine how Percj Forbes endores such au ex- 
istence.*' 

'^Lawrence^s life was equally monotonoos/* Olivine 
anawered. 

'^Yes, child; bat 'was' and Ms' makes all the dif- 
ference," retorted Mrs. Gainswoode. 

"Mr. Forbes may marry, though," Olivine ven- 
toied to sogest 

Very sharply Mrs. Grainswoode tumed round upon 
the Speaker, with her Ups half-parted, as if they had a 
sentenoe trembling for utterance upon them; but imino- 
diately she closed her mouth resolutely, and lookcd out 
upon the river once again. 

"Yon were going to say something," Olivine Hiig- 
gested. 

"Was I? Well, I won't say it, tlien. I will 
merely remark instead, that — that — I am nure had 
we been sisters my life might have proved a difTcrcnt 
one. Ydu are so good and so innocent. Oh, Ood! 
how innocent you arel" 

At the bottom of the garden which was once Pcrcy 
Forbes', there is a streng post and rail fcnce, over 
which any one standing on the walk can look down at 
the Thames, flowing perhaps twenty feet bencath. 
Against this rüde parapet Mrs. Gainswoode was leaning 
as she spoke, and she stretched her clasped hands out 
beyond the wooden enclosure with such a gcsture of 
despair that Olivine could not help but marvel at it 

"I am very soiry," she began. 

"Sorry you afe the pure, angelic creature you are," 
langhed Mrs. Gainswoode; but the laugh was forced, 
her tone unnatural. "If I were a man, Olivine, how 
I would love you — if I were your husband, how I 

1» 
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would keep you. When 70U find a favourable oppor- 
tunitj, you can teil Lawrence Barbour, with my com- 
pliments, he is a fool, and that he will find out his 
foUy some day. Kiss me, child, and let me go. Do 
you mind kissing me?" and she held Olivine to her 
breast for a moment, while her tears feil thick and fast 
over her face. 

"What a simpleton I am!" she exclaimed. "No, 
child, I cannot teil you all that is in my heart, and it 
could not do you any good to know a quarter of what 
is in it. You will come and stay with me, will you 
not? And if I were you I should try to get my uncle 
out of town, away from residing in London altogether. 
You understand. It would be better for him, and bet- 
ter for you, and better for Lawrence — Mr. Barbour. 
And now come back to the house, that I may teil them 
to get the brougham round." 

"Must you go so soon?" Olivine asked, regret- 
fuUy. There was a great charm about this woman, 
with her singular hair, with her wonderftil beauty, with 
her dress which as she walked swept over the grass 
after her like a train, with her knowledge of the world 
— such as that knowledge was — with her easy man- 
ners, her confident address; a sort of fascination for 
one who had been brought up, like Olivine, in a social 
convent, where she had no opportunity given her of 
seeing other maidens and matrons, and forming a just 
estimate of how much of the wealth Mrs. Oainswoode 
flaunted was a snare and a delusion, consisting of 
gilding instead of gold , electro-plate instead of silver. 

It was natural, considering her education, that the 
sparkle and the glitter , the unembarrassed manner, the 
quick retort, should prove attractive to both eye and 
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ear, and cause her'tö r^g&rd'-Mrs. Gainswoode with 
perhaps undue admiration. T^e^ ideal ,K)f perfection in 
the minds of most women is n^dall^^ the> jbpppsite of 
themselves. Female friends are rarely 'selöpje^l^n^the 
principle of like, liking like; rather L'Allegrcr*»snd 
L' Andante pace side by aide along shady walks, over 
field-paths, across the sands when the tide is low, or 
talk together about the new curate and their hand- 
somest partners, about their next dresses, and their 
affianced husbands in the momings, before visitors are 
admitted; or in that still more sacred and delicious 
hour, when, their back hair being loosened, their 
hearts are one, when the fire in the dressing-room 
blazes brightly, and Agatha pours her tale of woeinto 
the ear of Jeannette, and Jeannette administers com- 
fort, warming her pretty feet, and Screening her com- 
plexion from the glowing coals the while. 

Never a woman before had heartily and unjealously 
admired Mrs. Gainswoode, and perhaps it was for this 
reason that Etta feit a kind of compunction towards 
Olivine — a species of half-compassionate, half-con- 
temptuous tendemess. 

Further, the young wife was good, and Etta's ex- 
periences had not thrown her into close contact with 
much in this life which was either very good or very 
innocent. 

Far away down in the natures of most I suppose 
there is some well of purityj that bubbles up to the 
surface rejoicingly, when touched by a band, which is 
still perfectly unstained, and unconscious of evil. Let 
this be as it will, however, one thing is certain, when 
Etta was with Olivine she always wished for the time 
being she had been brought up like her. Though she 
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hearing she quizzed the "respectabiiities" to her heart's 
content 

Their establishments, their ideas, their pleasores, 
tbeir virtues, religion, prejudices, their dinners, balls, 
attainments — Etta had a fling at all; at the mothers, 
the husbands, the sons, the danghters. 

"And Mr. Gainswoode likes it," she finished. "Po- 
gitively he vould rather go to the lying-in-state of a 
lordj than to the most amusing party people in a lower 
rank could give. He was made for that life; but to 
poor me it is death, — absolutely, Mr. Sondes, it is 
de^th." 

Whereupon Mr. Sondes took up the side of the 
connty families, and said that Mrs. Grainawoode must 
have been singularly unfortunate in her experiences; 
for bis part he conaidered sueh society the best, the 
pleasantestj the most agreeable, a man conld desire to 
enter. 

"Bat then I am a woman, Mr. Sondes," said Etta; 
"and I ca;ß. asßnre you, afber London, a series of stiff 
dinner-parties, where one meets the same people over 
^d over ag^in, and hears abont poackers, and rheu- 
matic old women, and the new schools, and the old 
chorches, and politics, and the ch^iges of the ministry, 
cannot be called amusing. It may be improving , bnt 
ihtöa I do not want to be improved; and if I did I 
Qould read the Times, and some of those light pamph- 
lets Mr. Gainswoode is so fond of getting froin his 
bookseller. The faßt is, the oountry waats to be re- 
formed. I hear a great deal of talk about amnsing the 
wörking-classes, but I think if, on the contrary, some 
oi^e were to amuse the upper classes, it would be muoh 
more to the purpose. Tou may depend upon it, the 
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dead-aliveness of ordinary coxintry society is the reason 
why no Imman being stays in the countay who can 
help it An evening from home there signifies some- 
thing analogous to what an evening at the Mechanics^ 
Institute involves to the working-man; but, however, 
you shall see, Olivine, when jou come down, and you 
shall also see whether I cannot indnce Mr. Gainswoode 
to reside more in London." 

"I wonder you do not avail yourself of the oppor- 
tunity of doing something new," Percy Forbes remarked. 
"Why do you not make the country agreeable? I 
suppose the country is, after all, very much like the 
World; there is no absolute wickedness in the world it- 
self The inhabitants of the earth make it wicked, and 
in like manner it is the dwellers in the country who 
are dull, not the country itself." 

"Well," Said Etta, as he paused, "supposing you 
are right, what then?" 

"Why, then, how chaiming it would be to such a 
woman as yourself, for instance, to establish a new 
Order of things. It is so rare and so delicious to find 
a new field of labour in the present day, any mine of 
success unworked, that I should really adrise you to 
consider my Suggestion. Set the fashion of making a 
country house pleasant and unlike a family vault 6et 
up a mission, print tracts, hold house-to-house meet- 
ings, preach the new doctrine of pleasure in season and' 
out of season, and establish an order of things in stately 
mansions surrounded by deer parks and tumip-fields, 
for which generations yet unbom shall bless the holy 
and virtuous and sainted memory of Dame Henrietta 
Gainswoode." 
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"It is not poHte to make ftm of yotir guest, Mr. 
Forbes, even though slie be almost self-invited," re- 
marked Etta, flasbing with anger, more perbaps at 
Percy's tone than at bis words. 

^^A tbonsand pardons," be answered. '^In my 
innoce&ce I tbougbt we were making fan of your 
bosts." 

'^I sball go/^ sbe declared, rising in a fit of an- 
noyance, eitber real or assnmed; but Mr. Sondes inter- 
posed, and declared be was certain Mr. Forbes bad not 
meant to vex ber, tbat sbe bad mistaken bis meaning, 
tbat tbey would all be grieved and burt if sbe left 
tbedi in displeasure. 

"Set me some terrible penance," entreated Percy, 
"anytbing so tbat I may eam yonr forgiveness for my 
ill-timed levity." 

"Order my brongbam," sbe said, bolding out ber 
band in token of peace. 

Percy bent gravely one knee, and kissed it. 

"I Üiank you, most gracious princess," be said, 
and went straigbtway to do ber bidding. 

In utter silence Olivine contemplated tbis little 
Performance; sbe could not bave said wbat sbe disliked 
abont tbe conversation and tbe scene, and yet sbe bad 
tbat instinctive feeling of not being perfectly safe in 
Henrietta Gainswoode's society, wbicb comes to many 
women long before tbey can put a single donbt into 
sbape. 

Vaguely it crossed ber mind tbat perbaps tbe county 
ladies bad reason for their cold formality, tbat possibly 
Mr. Gainswoode did rigbt in keeping bis wife away 
from London, tbat manners migbt be too easy, tbat a 
little stifPness migbt be better tban tbe utter absence of 
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all restraint Mrs. Barbour had now her stake in the 
national proprieties. She owned a husband whom sbe 
should not like to see on his knees before Etta Gains* 
woode, or any other woman living. Pöor childl she 
grew bot, she grew cold, she shivered, and feit uneasy, 
and the next minnte she hated herseif for being so 
straitlaced, when the object of her secret disap{»:oyal 
insisted on taking her nncle to Stepney Ganseway. 

"Run, and pnt on your bonnet, Olivine," she said, 
"it will be far pleasanter for Mr. Sondes than a jolting 
cab," and she was so good, and so kind, and so sweet 
all the way to their home, that Olivine kissed her 
twice when they parted, and agreed if "Lawrence 
gave her leave she would go down to Mallingford very 
soon." \ . 

"What an obedient wife it is," Mrs. Crainswoode 
Said langhingly to Mr. Sondes. "How long will the 
Submission last, do you suppose?" 

"For life, I hope," he answered, and she, declaring 
"we shall see," drove off, leaving Olivine standing 
on the hall-door steps looking after the departing 
carriage. 

"Come in, Olivine," said her uncle, and she obeyed 
mechanically. 

After she had settled bim comfortably in his 
favourite chair, fonnd him his slippers, placed the 
candles beside him, and brought him the book he 
asked for, Olivine left the drawing-room and went up 
to her own room. 

She wanted to be alone — perfectly alone; she 
wanted to think over the events of the day, to make 
up her mind for certain whether she liked or disliked 
Mrs. Oainswoode, and if she disliked her, why she did 
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80. That speecb about tbe obedience bad spoiled tbe 
effect of all Etta's kind words and considerate atten- 
tions. Wby sbould not Olivine obey ber busband? 
wby sbould it not be ber pleasure as well as ber duty 
to do notbing witbout first Consulting bim and obtain- 
ing bis permission? If Mrs. Gainswoode liked to laugb 
at ber busband, ridicule bis peculiarities, and make 
ligbt of bis kindness, was tbat any reason wby sbe, 
Olivine, sbould not tbink Lawrence perfection? 

And wbat could be Etta's motive for advising ber 
to get ber uncle out of town, and saying it would be 
better for all of tbem? 

"I sbould see less of Lawrence tban I do even 
now," tbougbt tbe poor young wife, and ber eyes filled 
füll of tears at tbe bare idea. "And I was to teil bim 
from ber be was a fool, and tbat be would find out bis 
foUy Bome day. Does sbe tbink, I wonder, tbat be 
does not care for me, tbat be could never love anotber 
after ber? Ob, Lawrence, Lawrence!" and tbe dear 
arms went out to meet vacancy, and tben feil beavily 
qn ber lap, wbile tbe bot tears poured down ber 
cbeeks. 

"I cannot tbink wbat is tbe matter witb me to- 
nigbt," sbe said, at last; and tben sbe batbed ber eyes 
and face in water, deciding tbat sbe was only nervous, 
aad bad no real trouble to make ber cry. In tbe 
twiligbt sbe stood arguing out tbis point witb berself 
— arguing sbe bad not a present sorrow in tbe world, 
tbat sbe was as bappy — now ber uncle appeared 
getting better — as any woman eöuld be. 

"Eacb day Lawrence seems kinder to me tban be 
was tbe day before,'* sbe tbougbt, "and I am sure be 
could not baye been less polite to ber to-day witbout 
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absolute rudeness. I have no real trouble, none in the 
World." 

She repeated this last sentence over to herself two 
or three times, as if to assure her heart of its truth; 
but her heart was wiser and more faithful than her 
tongue, and would neither be satisfied nor qnieted. 

Coming sorrows, like Coming events, have tangible 
bodies which throw long shadows before them, and it 
was one of these shadows that now lay dark, yet im- 
palpable, across Olivine's path. She could not get rid 
of an uncomfortable impression that Mrs. Gainswoode's 
friendship would yet work evil £br her; she could not 
imagine what Etta meant by one half her hints and 
Speeches; she did not comprehend her tears, her kisses, 
her sharpness, her kindness. She thought she would 
teil her husband everything that had occurred — every 
Word which had been said. But then again she re- 
membered he had once loved Etta, and she feit it was 
impossible for her to repeat the conversation which had 
passed between them to him. Mrs. Gainswoode was a 
subject on which she must keep her lips sealed. She 
had never meant to have even a thought secret from 
Lawrence, and now 

"Olivine, dearest, what are you doing here all 
alone in the dark," Lawrence said, opening the door 
at this juncture, and speaking to her through the 
twilight. 

"I have been so lonely without you all the evening," 
she answered a little irrelevantly, and she stretched out 
her arms again, this time however not to meet vacancy, 
and twining them round bis neck, nestled her head 
against his breast 
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Very genüy Lawrence put aside her hair and 
tonched her cheek. 

"Why, you foolish child," he said, "what is the 
matter? what have you been fretting about?" 

"Never mind that," she replied. "I am crying 
now, because I am so happy/' 

Once again he swept the hair aside from her face, 
kissing it tenderly. Better than she, he understood 
the source of her trouble; more clearly than her eyes 
could discem the body of that sorrow which was al- 
ready throwing its shadow over them he could see its 
shape; but he did not say to Olivine that he suspected 
the cause of her grief, and Olivine, true to her deter- 
mination, never in those early days mentioned Etta's 
name to him in connection with anything disagreeable. 

Even with her arms round his neck, with his lips 
pressed to hers, with her tears falling on him, and 
his band lovingly straying' among the braids of her 
luxuriant hair, they were setting out that night on 
different paths, separate and lonely! 



CHAPTER VII. 

At Mallingford. 

The autumnal tints were on the trees surrounding 
Mallingford End, when Olivine and her uncle made 
their appearance at Mr. Gainswoode^s residence. 

Many circumstances had conspired to delay their 
departure from London, and not the least of these was 
Olivine^s reluctance to accept Etta's invitation unless 
her husband went with her. 

She was but a young wife, and very fond, more- 
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over, of the man into whose hands she had elected 
to cast her lot; and accordingly she waited and waited, 
hoping each day that Lawrence would relent and go 
with them, or otherwise desire her to write to Etta, 
declining the invitation altogether. 

No such thing, however: Lawrence, on the contrary, 
recommended her to go and have it over. 

"If your nncle did not mean to avail himself of 
Mrs. Gainswoode's kindness, he ought to have said so," 
remarked the young man, a little hitterly; "and 
althongh I cannot leave town, there is no earthly rea- 
son, so far as I can see, that you^ who have no business 
of any kind to attend to, shonld shut yourself np all 
the Summer in Stepney Causeway." 

"But, Lawrence, why cannot you come?" she 
asked, timidly. 

"Why did we retum from France?" he demanded 
by way of reply. "Because you wanted to be near 
your uncle; because I wanted to be near my work. 
Some one must see to things. Be assured \E do not 
intend to let the business go to rack and min if I can 
help it." 

"Still, from Saturday tili Monday," she ventured 
to suggest. 

"My dear child," he answered; "from Saturday 
tili Monday I want rest, and it would be no rest to me 
to go to Mallingford. Besides, if I went to the Gains- 
woodes', I must go to my father's; and if I once began 
to run down to one place and another, I should never 
have a Sunday free. It is all very well to talk of 
change and variety; but to a man who has been hard. 
at business all the week there is no change or variety 
equal to lying on the sofa in one's own house for the 
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whole of an aftemoon, and never speaking a syllable 
to a human being.^' 

"Poor Lawrence!" said Olivine, pityingly, "I will 
never ask you to go anywliere again, and I will not 
go to Mallingford now, myself." 

"You silly little thing!" he exclaimed; "if I can- 
not Visit, is that any reason you should not visit 
either? Because I want to rest on Sundays, is that 
atiy reason why you should stay at home for ever? 
No, no; you must not be so whimsical as all that comes 
to: you have accepted Mrs. Gainswoode's invitation, 
and it does not do to change and veer about like a 
weathereock. It will only be for a fortnight, and I 
shall manage capitally while you are away." 

"You do not mind my being away; you would not 
care if I stayed away altogether," said Olivine, in a 
pet; and then she stood still, alarmed at the sound of 
the first reproachful words she had ever uttered to her 
l}usband. 

As for Lawrence, he looked straight in her face, 
marvelling for a moment whether she were merely 
jesting, merely wanting him to contradict her; but 
when he saw there was no jesting in the matter, that 
out of the fiilness of her heart his wife had spoken, 
he answered, "God help menl how are they to please 
women ? K they do not wish their wives to leave home 
they are brutes; if they put no obstacles in their way 
they are indifferent. How am I to please you, Olivine? 
oplj teil me, and I will try to do it" 

"I don't want to be pleased," she answered; and 
the next instant she was kissing him and begging to 
be forgiven. 

"Say you are soiry to lose me, Lawrence," she 
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whispered, ^^and I will not mind about anjthmg; 
oiüy — only, sometimes .1 faucy ypu wonid not man 
me — if I were to be away fqr mpnths and months 
— and I cannot bear it — -I cannot/' and she ooyered 
her face with her hands, and stood silent, while Law- 
rence declared he should like to have her with him 
every hour in the day; that he should miss her more 
than he could tßll; that home would npt be home to 
him where she was not; that he loved her more thaH 
anyone on earth. 

"If I were as jealous as you are, Olivine," he 
added lightly, "I should make your life a misery to 
you. As it is, sometimes I think I am very badly: 
treated, never having you all to myself when I oome 
home in the evenings. I often envy men who have 
homes of their own^ and no one to come between theür 
wives and themselves.'' 

"Hush — hush, pray hush!" she said, her fa^ 
changing, as though with the effect of some suddleii 
pain. 

"Well, will you 'hush,' then, too, you silly litüe 
puss?'' he bargained. "Will you remember there are 
two sides to every question, and that a man has his 
feelings just as well as a woman, though he may not 
make* such a fuss about them/' 

"Ye9,'' she agreed; and then at once, after the 
fashion of all her sex, she retumed to the forbidden 
subject with, "3ut, Lawrence, I do see so little of 
you. It is business, business, business, from Monday 
moming tili Saturday night/' 

"Quite true, deär," replied Lawrence; "if you 
wanted to get rid of business, you ought to have 
married a man who had 2K>t,tp ^ork for his living. 

The Race for Wtaith, IL "^ 
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"It may save us both a vast amonnt of pain here- 
after," he said, "if I can make you comprebend my 
exact Position now. Do not look vexed, pet I am 
not going to say a word to annoy you." (Sbe was so 
young, and sbe looked so pretty, tbat Lawrence feit 
oonstrained to ntter tbis sentence, tbongb it bad cer- 
tainly never entered into bis original programme to de 
so.) "Wben yon married me, you married a poor 
man; and being a poor man, I must work for mywife 
and myself like any otber labourer." 

"Ob! Lawrence," sbe cried, "uncle could never — " 

"Your uncle, cbild, would never bave given you 
to me, bad be not tbougbt it was in me to work as 
bard for my living as any man be ever knew. He 
trusted me, and I am not going to disappoint tbat 
trust. You would not love me if I neglected my 
duties for tbe sake of staying constantJy at bome wiüi 
you." 

"I did not mean constantly," sbe explained, "only 
sometimes." 

" Well, but at wbat times, wben I ean be witb you, 
am I ever away? Do I visit? — do I go to any 
place of amusement ? — do I even take a walk with- 
outyou?" 

"NoI" sbe agreed. "Don't — don't go on like 
tbat!" sbe entreated. "I did not intend to complain, 
Lawrence. I cannot imagine wbat made me say wbat 
I did. It was foolisb of me, and wicked, for you aro 
so good to me — too good," and sbe took bis band 
and rubbed it up and down against ber cheek, and 
prayed bim to cease " explaining." "For I kni*^ 
about it," finisbed tbe young creature he Imü^ 
ried. *'I know bow haii nwsl ^^-^n «e^'** 
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shame for me to speak as I did, and I am grieved — 
so grieved." 

"I came to London poor," he went on, unheeding 
her request, "and I am comparatively poor still. When 
the day comes that I can see a competence without 
labour, I daresayl shallbe ableto idle as well as any- 
one; but until then 1 must be bnsy, and I am cönfi- 
dent my wife will not try to make my path harder fpr 
me than it is." 

"I would make it all grass under your feet if I 
could," she answered. 

"And you will not frot me and yourself because it 
is impossible I should always be at your side?" 

"I will try not;'* and then with a little sob she 
added, "have patience with me, Lawrence. My uncle 
and I were always so much together, that I thought 
porhaps we might be the same.*' 

"He had not his way to make," her husband re- 
plied, "I have. That is the root of the whole matter. 
Are you sorry you mamed a poor man, Olivine? If 
you are, it is too late for you to repent now." 

"Sorry!" She repeated the word after him in a 
aort of wonder, "If I could marry you fifty times I 
would, to show you whether I am sorry or not. But 
perhaps if you were Single , you would not marry me. 
Is that what you mean? — is that it?" 
. "Now, Olivine!" He held up his finger, waming 
her off this forbidden ground. 

- "I won't be foolish again," she answered; "only 
say onoe that you are not sorry, that you. are mot tired 
of me, that you do not want me to go to MaHingford 
to be rid of me. — because, Lawrence, I do love you 
so mnchl And when I am. here all 1^9^^} ^ hK)[& 
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nothing to do but think abont yon, and fancy all sorts 
of tliings; whilst you bave your business, and your 
workmen, and your letters, and your acconnts to oc- 
cupy you." 

It was tbe old story of the cbapter and tbe book, 
tbe verse and the poem. Sbe was but a chapter ih 
bis life to bim — but a verse of the long bailad — 
while to her he was book and poem ; she was part to 
him — he was the whole to her; and with a dim perr 
ception of this truth, with a partial consciousness that 
it was a temble thing for one human being to love 
another as much as Olivine loved him — vainly — he 
drew her close to him, and murmuring, — 

"Poor child,poor darling,"gaveherwhat assurance 
of love she wanted — answered all her petition as she 
had desired. 

"So that is all settled," he said at last; "and you 
will not delay your visit any longer?" 

"No," she replied; "the sooner we go, the sooner 
I shall be back. I have heard of girls at school 
counting the days to vacation. I think I shall count 
the days while I am at school, tili I come home to 
you. 

At which Speech Lawrence laughed, and declared 
she was spoiling him: a Statement that Mrs. Gaind- 
woode repeated more than once while Olivine remained 
at Mallingford. 

"You are a great deal too fond of your husband, 
Olivine," she said; "and what is worse, you let him 
see you are. Take my advice, and do not make so 
much fuss about him. Let him imagine you bave 
something eise to think about occasionally. Make 
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titijide for his own forbearance and consideration in the 
matter, and greatly to the pleasnre he imagined she 
feit at the probability of their having a son to inherit 
Hailingford. 

^'The future mother ranks higher than the present 
.wife/^ was Etta^s secret feeling on this subject; but, as 
has been said, she refrained from uttering her thoughts, 
and the home of the Gainswoodes was therefore the 
household of peace. 

"You can do me such a kindness, Mr. Sondes," she 
said to that gentleman the day after his arrival at Mal- 
lingford. "When you are talking to mj husband about 
poor papa's misfortunes, speak as if you pitied him, 
will you? — as if he had been sinned against, certainly 
not sinning. I know you never were greatly in love 
with his way of conducting business; but you will not 
throw stones at him now he is down. For my sake, 
do not say what is thought in the commercial world 
about the private transfer of Mallingford. We did it 
for the best, you may be quite sure of that; and but 
for some most unfortunate speculations it would have 
carried us through. You may imagine, however, in 
what an unpleasant position this disaster has placed 
me. Poor papa! I do not know what is to become of 
him — I do not, indeed," and Etta looked very sadly 
over the country as she spoke, and leaned a litde more 
heavily on Mr. Sondes' arm than was necessary, con- 
sidering he was only recovering from a bad illness, 
and she as strong and hearty as a woman need desire 
to be. 

"How did you know, Mrs. Gainswoode, that I 
never approved of your father's mode of conducting 
business?'* asked Mr. Sondes, at once striking back to 
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the portion of her seutence which liad impressed him, 
and not pleasantlj. 

^'Oh! a little bird told me," she answered, colouring 
and laughing at the same time. 

"I am afraid it was a very foolish bird," he said, 
gravely. "I thought Lawrence Barbonr had more sense 
than to go tattling between Stepney and Hereford 
Street" 

"Now, pray, Mr. Sondes, do not jump to conclu- 
sions. Mr. Barbour never tattled; he never told me 
what you thought or said on any snbject. ' He was re- 
serve itself. He was honour personified; you beKeve 
me?" she went on, eamestly. 

Mr. Sondes looked in her face for a moment 
steadily, and he knew she was telling him a false- 
hood. 

"Of eourse I cannot question your word," he an- 
swered; "and equally, as a matter of eourse, I shall 
say nothing calculated either to injure your father, or 
to annoy Mr. Gainswoode; but it is impossible for me 
to State I think Mr. Alwyn was sinned against I do 
not think so; and for that reason I shall not expresB 
any opinion of the kind." 

"You are frank, Mr. Sondes," she remarked. 

"lamtrue," he replied; and there ensued amomenfs 
silence. 

Then Etta said, "I suppose there is no strict honesty 
to be looked for in any business; not even in ihat of 
an adulterator." 

"Is it necessary for us to discuss business matters 
at all, Mrs. Gainswoode?" asked her gueat, irith the 
most imperturbable composure; -'yrä hat<»^>toUl:a 
what your wishes are, and I am iiBjpf it' ab 
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be in my ppw>^ to- oVÜg^ 7011: «hall we let (ihe BU^epÄt 
drop here? I have never been mueh aeenttdttdaito 
converser on gneh topm'Wiih a ladyr" 

''That strikes me a0 a ndstakeV aoswet^d ' Sfta, 
composedly; ^'you eäkmot «teil how mneh wiMr- many 
women are tban most men; bat/ bow^y^r,'' 'sb^ added, 
^4t sball be as you wish, and I am joxa debtor'fi)!^ 
life." ■■ 

Wbiob finale compelled Mri Sondes to bope ihät sbe 
wonld not consider berdelf indebted to bim ^r so small 
a kindness, bat radier afford bhn some fatare^pportamty 
of serving her more eff^ctaaUy. ■ ■^-^ 

It is rather bard apon tbe roagher sex ihat tboy 
baye to attcn: tbese petty speecbes, wbicb are osoally 
received by ladies au p4ed de la Uttre^ and wldeh tlie 
atterers oftentimes bave to cany oat literaUy. 

Many a word thas spoken in haste bäs been repented 
of by men, wise and disereet, at their leisai^. Not 
once, nor twiee^ bat a dozen times doring. bis stay at 
Mallingford, Mr. Sondes anatliBmatised liis own weak^ 
ness in falling into tbe little trap tbat Gtta had -laid 
for bim. 

*^She is no fit companion for my little girl,*' he 
decided over and over again. ^'Deoce täketbe womani 
wbat is tbere abont that eoa;nBe hair, aitd those anJike's 
ringlets, and that singalar face whidi makes a man 
almost forget wbere he is si^aadbbg wben she ii tä&dng 
to bim. I wish I had been govemed^ by my firfft -im- 
pressions, and kept Mrs. Gainswoode at aimVlength; 
bat it woald be so hard never to giye Olivine a ehance 
of mixing in sodety^ and tibe people here aie so kind 
to her, and admire her so mnch." . ; , 

Tbis was the baitl When pmce Olhrine was mar* 
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ried, Mr. Soudes did not desire she should rem^ 
shut up in the old house at Stepney; but wanted >^ 
to take her place in the world »id see a little ^^ 
Society. ^ 

^^I wish Barbour had Mallingford instead of i^ 
present owner," Lord Lallard said to Mr. Sondes, o 
one occasion, "and that your niece were mistress then 
The Alwyns may be all very well, and so may M 
Gainswoode-, bat still we have onr preferences, an 
Barbour has worked so hard and been so brave abon 
defying prejudice, that I think he desenres to have th 
old place back again.^* 

"Ahl my lord," was the reply, "it would take ^ 
princely income to keep up Mallingford End as it ought 
to be maintained. No greater misfortone can befall a 
man than to be the owner of a place beyond his 
means." 

"Except marrying a bad wife, I suppose you 
mean?^^ laughed his lordship. "Well, niatrimoniidly, 
Barbour has done admirably; at one time, I confess, 
I was afiraid he might have chosen dififerenUy, and 
worse." 

"Nevertheless, Mrs. Gainswoode is a very charming 
woman," remarked Mr. Sondes. 

"I have not the slightest doubt but that Delilah 
was a very charming woman, too," answered Lord 
Lallard, drily; and then, by mutaal consent, the coiu- 
versation was tomed to other subjects — to the season, 
to the country, to the autumnal tints on tree, a^d 
shrub, and hedge^ to London, to Mr. Sondes' health, to 
the place down near Grays he said he had some Inten- 
tion of buying, to the Clay Farm, and the man who 
lived there all alone. 
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That man was the ^eatest trouble of her life to" 
Olivine abont this period. Her heart acbed for the 
old father, who sat there readmg, with very powerM' 
spectacles, books on heraldry, which he held with a 
shaking band. 

She would have liked to carry bim back to town 
with her; she wonld have asked no better than to 
devote her young life to him, and her uncle, and 
Lawrence. Was not he Lawrence's father? onght they 
not to try to make the end of bis days happier? How 
could she ever forget that desolate home? that comfort- 
less bouse? that poor, poverty-stricken establishment? 

"Lawrence is getting too great a man to come and 
see me now, I suppose?" said Mr. Barbour, querulously. 
"He is growing rieh, and can only tolerate those who 
are rieh also. There was a time when he would not 
have visited the Alwyns, when he would not have 
allowed you to cross their threshold; but that is all an 
old story, like the tale of how I was onciB owner of 
Mallingford, where Gainswoode, the jeweller's son, iB 
now lording it as if he belonged to one of the best of 
cur county families." 

"Mr. Gainswoode a jeweller's son!" repeated Oli- 
vine, in amazement. 

" Yes; or a pawnbroker's son, if you prefer it. His 
father was one of those goldsmiths, or silversmiths, ot 
whatever they are called, that lend money to noblemeri 
or gentlemen at an usurious interest. He left his son 
an enormous fortune, and, as the father had doubüess 
some taste in knick-knacks, and some knowledge of 
good paintings, the son has inherited the family talent. 
It is a nice connexion, child; there was a time when 
a gentleman would as soon have thought of sitting 
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down to table witli a Bireep aa witli sncli a man as th,^^ 
but the manners and cnstoms of the ivorld are cliangii^g^ 
and wß — we axe growing obsolete." 

Wben Mr. Barbonr spoke of *Ve" in this tone, li( 
always referred to the righteons twentj among tht 
npper ten thousand, ^^ho had not gone after strängt 
godSj nor cansed tbeir sons and dangliters to pan 
tbrougli the fire to Moloch, and amongst ^hom he wa« 
one of the principal saints. 

Somehow, after these interviewe, OUvine, though she^' 
had good blood in her veins, and a pretty fortunö of^ 
her own to boot, always crept back to Mallingford^ 
vvith a feeling that Lawrence had confcrred a favour^« 
and stooped from hia high estate when he married 
her, 

Those individnaig who, tracing their deseent back 
to some illiterate baron, or rongh-and-ready chleftain of 
the good old timea of misery, when might was right, 
but right of itself never was mightj firmly helieve that 
G-od made the earth and all that therein is for theia< 
and theirSf bave an agreeable way of making oth< 
people think that hy getting on in tho World they are 
nitming co\inter to Heaven*s high decree, and comniit- 
ting the unpardo nable sin , wheo tliey purchase the 
ground from the cumberers thereof, and dress, and tili, 
aod cultivate it for thek own use. 

Soxoe feeling of this kind Olivine could not avoid 
cxpressing on one occasion to Mrs* Gainswoode, who"' 
replied — not withont a keen relisb and enjoy^ 
ment ^ ' 

**And Mr. Barbour*s grandmother was a drysalter'a 
daughter, pretty one-j whence the relationship with the 
Perkins\ and yonr buBband^s bnaüwa^a^ T^w^c^TV>afiÄ> 
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Birih never maifiß widi. wealth. in tliiS: coimtij^,. you 
understand; .of cQiuBe, great J^pie. nevor niany ^ 
money, never £3. • [ßbod neyer !^ the hejp of.bjq&e 
— to adopt n ^^ery 'giiaceMjInshism — and BQ^pf/^ßgna 
are not as alniiglity höre as doUars inAmepca. . .Xou 
would never iioagine, to hear Mr. Barboqr.talkf liel hiftd 
a drop of blo^d in hiß 1>odj of oüier tb^n the Ofdiodax 
colour; but it ia true. neyertheless . ihat tl^er(>:wii8 onoei 
a drysalter^s danghter mistress of Maliiiigford J^iid,--- 
the last heiresa who cast her gol^, int6 tbe emfty ,^rea- 
flury of a deoaTing race." / . ^., r ,c 

^'How much haj^pieri^people are who live .jji^eüy, 
and do not trouble themsdves about ^uodi. ihinge," 
Ölivine remarkedy with ^ sigh. ... r 

"Äbout what things, chÜd? Abont mohey, luo^ 
burth, and positioi^ do jou mem?. ' So?i: lauch happier, 
ihen, to be dead at once,. if tibie stiJkes pf 4^e soipiid 
game are to be takeoa qff the board and nothing plajed 
for except domeatic happiness.** 

'^I ^oold ask for- nothing more, «tall events," 
retumed Qlivine. ,;< . 

, " Tou will, think differenüy as ihe years jgo by," wag 
the answer : "you will: find money is power^ aupti power 
eiQoyment" , , .,...., 

. **Do not tälk;: in that way/' ÖUyi^e .eiit|^^ 
"or you will make me im^jgpbae. Von we mercentucy.*^ 

; AtwHchspeechEttalaiighed^le^f^^ 
i^ as nsual,, ÖUyine?» idw li^eri? "i?jS<npiw,'^^^^ 
simpHcity "cbiiianing,f!., ' .. j. ,...':. » '.' iv:'"- . 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

InPer(qr*8 Study. 



"Life is a good deal like Champagne: all very well 
when you first take the cork out of the bettle, but 
horribly flat after it has been any time opened;" and 
Percy Forbes — for it was he who made this profonnd 
remark to himself — laid down "The Times," poked 
his fire from the top, as though he had been a woman, 
and, Standing on the hearth-rug,- discoursed to his own 
heart about many things. 

It was not the first time by any means Üiat he had 
feit weary and faint-spirited. Oftener than he wonld 
have liked to confess he had latterly feit overpowering 
him this dreadful dissatisfaction, this utter languor, this 
mental sickness, which is worse to bear than any phy- 
sical pain. 

There were dark honrs when it seemed to his Ima- 
gination that he was running a race at the end of 
which no prizes were to be awarded, — that he was 
travelling a read at the termination whereof lay no 
pleasant haven of rest and happiness — that he had 
Started for a life-walk* in the course of which he need 
not look either for mach pleasure or profit; that throngh 
all the years to come no happiness might be his; that 
his fnture existence was to be all work and no play, 
all school and no holiday; that, in a sentence, as he 
mentally summed the matter np, he had passed into a 
World where the wine was tasteless and the cigars 
bad. 

And yet, having most of his life still 1q W^^.^ 'Vs. 

The RaceM Wealth. IL ^ 
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behoved him to make the best he could of the matt^^ 
Whether all the sparkle had passed away, or excitem^^ 
still lay in the wine-cap, he had no choice left bat 
drain the goblet to the very last drop. It was ine>w 
table, and there is no philosophy equal to that of fe^J 
cepting the inevitable cheerftilly. Percy Forbes^knew 
this as well as anybody; bat yet he coald not help 
occasionally setting down the glass, and looking at its 
Contents, before swallowing the draaght. 

Some time or other most people have had to take 
a mixture which does not, at first, seem intensely dis- 
agreeable. For a day or two the doctor's Orders are 
foUowed, the prescription is doly made ap, and the 
dose regalarly taken; bat by degrees the medicine be- 
comes unendarable. It is not so bad for once^ or twice, 
or thrice; after that, haman natare begins to rebel. 
^* Better the disease than snch a care,*' is the sofferer^s 
cry; "better death than such a lifel" echoes the weaiy 
worker. 

It is not the bittemess of the cnp; it is not the 
severity of the laboar; it is rather the perpetnal re- 
currence of the medicine in the one case — the otter 
longing for change, the perfeet detestation of a mo- 
notonous roand of employment, condacing to no appai^ 
ently satisfactoiy resolt, in the other. 

There are not many lives perhaps that woold «eem 
worth the living, if looked at with the same eyes as 
Percy Forbes broaght to bear on the matter. His 
Champagne had once sparkled so brightly; he had form- 
erly floated so lightly along a river of pink, bubbling, 
flashing excitement, that the vin ordtnaire of everyday 
existence — wholesome enoagh though it might be, 
^ppeared to him unendarably flat, anbearably' mo- 
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notonous. He Lad taken the cork out so early in the 
day, that before the mid-day repast arriv^d, the whole 
beverage of life had lost its true flavour; he had en- 
joyed, he had idled, he had eaten his cake, he had 
quaffed deep of the cup of pleasure, and now the spirit 
was evaporated, the enjoyment over, the pleastire a Sen- 
sation which he firmly believed he could never more 
experience. 

He was often sick and weary of his existence, and 
he had rarely feit more sick and weary than on the espe- 
cial evening of which I am speaking. • 

The months had passed by from the time of 011- 
vine^s marriage, and it was winter once again. 

Never a winter in his remembrance had seemed so 
long, so cold, so dreary to Percy Forbes as that 

Business was not good; the weather was intolerable; 
the loneliness of Reach Honse something hardly to be 
imagined, and certainly not to be described. His lot 
was marked out and settled for him at last; he had no 
hope now of anything beyond making a suf&cient in- 
come — perhaps in time of growing comparatively rich^ 
The result of his Race for Wealth was decided. More 
money it was still competent for him to gain; but 
money^s worth, the happiness all men pictore to them- 
selves, promise to their own sonls, he could never now 
expect. 

That dream was over; the foam-bell had disappeared 
from the surface of the waters; the bubble had burst, 
— the rainbow had melted away. The plains of life 
were free for him to traverse, but the sunshine of old 
lay across them no longer. There were roses, but they 
were scentless — fruits, but they were tastelesa 
wine, but it had lost its flavour. Well! ev«t^ «« 
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being must come to an liour like this, when he feeZ? 
there is nothing pleasant to the palate, or grateful to 
the sense, or agreeable to the ear, or refreshing to the 
heart; when man delights him not, and woman charms 
him still less; when he is sick of the dream of existence, 
and weary of the characters he sees crossing and re- 
crossing the stage; when he hates the players and the 
plot; when he feels for a certainty that the crowns are 
tinsel, that the jewellery is sham, the ßcenery canvas, 
the heroines painted, the heroes padded, the diamonds 
unreal, the tragedy a farce, and the farce a serio-comic 
tragedy. 

Existence does not seem on the whole desirable at 
such periods. The feast of life is not particularly well 
worth sitting out if the appetite fall after the first conrse. 
If to-day be wearily monotonous, and-to-morrow promise 
no improvement, why should we desire to see the mor- 
row dawn? What charm has the ball if we know the 
partner we once looked for is certain not to be pre- 
sent ? Why should we labour for money when the thing 
for which we desired money has eluded our grasp? 
Who has not, at some time or other, said all this and 
feit all this, and then tumed him to pleasure and to 
labour again when the fit was exhausted, — when the 
dark hour had passed away? 

And yet, if such hours were not of rare occurrence 
in Percy's life, if they came more frequently in the 
course of his day thair in the days of bis fellows , who 
sball assert that it was because he was more discon- 
tented ? 

What did the man's life hold of happiness or of 

hope ? Had his education fitted him for the monotonous 

istence he was leading? Was it likely a person who 
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had at one time lived solely for pleasure should at anj 
period ever live solely for bnsiness — live, that is, in 
bis soul? His body was one tbing, bis beart anotber. 

After all, going into bnsiness is very like going 
into a new bouse. It may not jnst at first, it is tme, 
precisely meet tbe wbole o£ a man's requirements; bnt 
tbere is still, nevertbeless, tbe cbarm of novelty abont it. 

Tbe fumiture may not be arranged in due order, 
tbe pictnres cannot be bung in a moment, tbe gardens 
are not planted in a day, tbe new conservatory bas still 
to be built, it is a qnestion wbere tbe grand- piano is 
to take up its final position, tbe easy-cbairs bave not 
yet fitted tbemselves into tbeir appropriate comers; bnt 
after all, wben tbe day arrives, wben every item is 
settled as it ougbt to be, do you tbink tbe rooms seem 
as perfect as tbe in -Coming tenant fancied tbey could 
be made ? do you imagine tbe bonse ever appears quite 
as desirable a residence as it once promised to become ? 

Tbere is sncb scope for Imagination in tbe first act 
of taking possession; tbe mind^plans, fumisbes, deco- 
rates, enjoys, in tbat dreamland wbere no natural laws 
interfere, to binder tbe work of tbe builder, to mar tbe 
designs of tbe arcbitect. Tbere Stands tbe bouse for 
fancy to beautify as it will ; tbere lies tbe ground to be 
planted and divided, for walks to be cut througb, for 
gardens to be formed in; — and beboldl before ever a 
curtain is bung; before tbe rosewood and tbe damask, 
tbe mirrors and tbe carpets, appear actually on tbe 
scene, tbe rooms look as no upbolsterer could bope to 
leave tbem. 

Never an bour's work bas labourer or surveyor done 
about tbe placej; not a sbilling of capital bas l 
pended, and yet see I — tbe trees grow, and i 
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spring, and the walks wind away througL the shm 
beries, and lead up to the sommit of that distant hi 
deer are lying in the park, cattle browse in the pl 
sant fields, the gates swing wide, and the honey^ucl 
creeps up the walls of the porter's lodge. Through t^^ 
hedge, neatly trimmed and kept, that divides the.flow^ 
garden from the paddock, roses grow, and passic^ 
flowers twine. Out of a bare common, — out of aa 
empty house, — the mind of man can create a para- 
dise. If some trifle in the Situation, in the way the 
land slopes to the south or west happen to strike his 
fancy, Eden itself could not have been a fairer dwel- 
ling- place than the dream-Eden that can be conjured 
up with the sunlight Streaming across a harren moor, 
or the evening shadows stealing through the deserted 
rooms of a lonely house. 

True, yet typical, friends; though sad, still under- 
neath the sadness lies the germ of an etemal hope. If 
the band may never perfect here what the mind is 
capable of conceiving — if the ideal of beauty and of 
happiness be fax above everything which mortality can 
touch while it is mortal except in spirit, may we not 
feel confident that, although here man is unable tp 
perfect his ideal, still that hereafter he YnXü wake to find 
the dreams of his life were the realities thereof ? that 
it was only when he stood without in the cold, battling 
with the troubles of earth, his soul darkened by its 
shadows, bis mind fettered by the flesh, he saw phan- 
toms face to face, and through a glass dimly, the glory, 
and the beauty, and the happiness of the Etemal 
Land? 

Dreams, you will say, mocking me back; dreams 
r the poet to sing of , for the idle to amuse them- 
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selves with, ont of place in tlie mind of a man like 
Percy Forbes, or in a cbapter conceming bim; Imt, 
ahl are not all men sometimes poets at heait? are not 
all human beings idle mentaÜT^ to the extent of dream- 
ing dreams, and seeing visions now aüd then? 

The acknowledgment of disappointment; of life 
having been wasted; of mistakes having been made; 
of soirow, remorse, misery; — what are these thin^ 
but the reverse of the shield? 

Thedream must have preceded the waking-, the 
imaginarj happiness the real grief *, and the man who 
is capable of suffering, must consdously or uncon- 
sciously have been capable likewise of a visionaiy 
enjojment The prince in bis palace may be able to 
teil of bis aspirations as well as of bis failure; but the 
man plodding over ledgers, labouring on the business 
treadmill, driving bargains, calculating ways and means, 
can have feit aspirations just as well as the prince, 
though poBsibly he will remain dumb, so far as the 
language of the heart is concemed, tili the string of 
bis tongue is loosed by the band of death. 

There is not a man of whom mention has been 
made throughout all the preceding pages that could 
have found words in which to clothe the secrets of bis 
inner life; but yet, afiter bis own fashion, each one of 
them feit — and feeling was the employment Percy 
Forbes often selected when no more pressing occupa- 
tion presented itself. 

He was a disappointed man and a lonely. He had 
imagined great things were to be done in business; 
and, after all, he found it duU, plodding work. It 
was mere living, and living in some moods appears an 
awfully prosaic sort of proceeding. He had built bis 
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ships, he had reared bis palaces, he had amassed 
fortune mentally, when he first took possession of h 
new house! 

The years had come since then, and the years wei 
gone; and still it was men toming to their labonr; me 
earning their wages; Orders being received; Orders bein 
execnted; hard work all the week; a Sunday of nttc 
rest; — the samehome, the sameviews, the same routin 
of employment, the same rising and dressing, the sam 
lying down and taking slumber; the same life, onl^ 
with the hope out of it; the dream-casüe built, bu^ 
with the light imagination had cast over the edific^^ 
faded; the enchantment of distance dispelled the sun- 
shine of fancy gleaming on wall and battlement, on 
vane and pinnacle; — no more, no more! 

When he was in the house, Percy abode in the 
lower apartments but little; rather preferring to occupy 
three rooms on the first floor, that, communicating each 
with the other, were specially convenient for the ha- 
bitation of a person filling the position in which Mr. 
Forbes was placed. 

If any of my readers should ever chance to pass 
inside the walls of Reach House, he will, on ascend- 
ing the staircase, have no difficulty in discovering the 
apartments where this man spent so many hours of bis 
life. 

Opposite the head of the staircase in bis dressing- 
room (now vacant); and the wide balcony firom which 
he used to watch the river gliding away, and the ves- 
sels bound for foreign shores dropping down the 
Thames, all sails shining in the early morning sun, 
»long the entire front of the house, outside dressing- 
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room and bed-cbamber, and a great Chamber at the 
north end, with which apartment, however, our story 
has no conc^m. 

Beeide the dressing-room, therefore, laj his bed- 
Chamber, and at the back of the latter was his stady, 
which had a door comnmnicating with the lobby at 
the head of the stairs. This study had a window com- 
manding a view of the ship-yard, and of everything 
which was going on there, and from his bath-room, 
behind the study, he could still see the tall masts and 
the great hulks of the vessels lying so high above the 
river, and stranded, as it were, in the dry dock. 

It was a nice snite of apartments for a business 
man — snug, conrenient, compact. Often when the 
city ofQces were closed, when the steamers had ceased 
plying, when the great heart of the modern Babylon 
was throbbing qnietly in the darkness, when the lamps 
were bright, and along the shore were lights, and at 
the prow of every vessel there hung lantems, glittering 
like glow- Worms tlurough the night, Percy Forbes was 
wont to sit in the balcony, smokihg, while he thonght 
out his diffictdties or perfected his plans. 

Long after the servants were asleep, he, the sole 
watcher in that house, used to keep his vigil, thinking 
his thonghts, mouming his dead hopes, in the solemn 
stillness. 

And when the weather was too inclement for this, 
when the snow lay on the ground, and the trees were 
bare, and the riv.er rongh and its waters angry, he 
would retire to his study, and there, beside the fire, 
preach sermons to himself about the uselessness of re- 
gret, the expediency of contentment; and the end of 
the sermon, like äie end of most sermons, alwa^& 
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fonnd him more doim-lieaitadi more diseoiateiitad >ilian 
the beginning. ■ 

' Standing, looking down upon the blafldng eoals lud 
is not 80 Tonng as he was when we £rst- xaet Hai in 
Hyde Park. Perhaps tfiat fSsust had' something ta do 
with his diäsatiafaction. 'When a man is do«» on fiiNk 
and-thirty he can scaxeeljk.^ ezpected to have die 
same elastic spirits as at fivchjBud-twenlyr ThaflaToor 
of the wine is to a great eztent gone7 it can ne^ar 
taste like nectaar again, at all events. iThe years tö 
come never look so inviting to a man, asto a 7011Ü1; 
and this man had worked during the interral hetweem 
his first Visit to Stepnej- and the daji when we find 
him a resident there. He had worked, and.work leavei 
its traces in sears that may be and are^ oflUintimes, 
honoorable, bat which still cannot be called aughit bat 
scars, nevertheless. Altogether Peroy Forbet is not so 
handsome or so distingaished4ooking ^ or so ligfat- 
hearted as he was in that time, lying aow far back in 
this Story, when he first made bis way into * it flis 
walk is not qoite the same as formerly; bis talk is 
certainly different; his tboogfats are different likewise, 
and his feelings and wishes more changed ihan all. 
He is gentlemsuily as eyer, bat the little airs of daa- 
dyism have departed; a little of the polish has beeil 
rabbed off his manners; his address has lost soMof 
its elegant leisoreliness; he has mixed lüde with men 
whose ways häve been made smooth finr them, and 
mach with men whose basiness it is to make smooth 
the roads along which others drire in oaniages. .He 
has been with laboar, and it- is the tende»^ of labonr 
to harden those whom it toaches, stzebgthening thon 
likewise. He has not always had tiine tu consider 
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externals; he has been among people who consider it 
waste of predons minutes to attend muoh to externals 
at all; and for all tbese reasons, and becausey in addi- 
tion, he has thought, and has feit, and has soffered 
mnch, Percy Forbes is not qnite the same man that he 
was when he came to Heach Honse, and took up his 
abode in the Isle of Dogs. 

He is a man whoQi Mr. Sondes likes mnch better 
than he at one time ever thought to like what he was 
pleased to call "a fashionable popinjay." On Mr. 
Sondes Percy^s thonghts at last setded, and he was 
trying to make up his mind as to whether or no he 
should call the next day in Stepney Causeway, when 
the door of his study gently opened, and Mr. Sondes 
entered unannounced. 

'^I make no apology for intruding,'* remarked the 
new comer. 

"You find me very busy — doing nothing," an- 
swered Percy, and the two shook hands. 

"A man may be very busy doing nothing, if he 
does that thoroughly," was Mr. Sondes' reply; after 
which he sat down, and began to teil Percy about the 
State of the weather and the difficulty of procuring a 
cab, and a few other such interesting matters, that 
ended at last in the very direct question, — 

"Why have you not been round to see us, Forbes, 
for a week or more?" 

"There has been a good deal to do here," Percy 
answered. ^'Every day I seem to have more and more 
to attend to." 

^'And there will go on being more and more, tili 
you drop us altogether, I suppose — " 

"I hope not," Percy answered; but he tumed to 



140 THB RACE FOR WEALTH. 

the fire as he spoke, and there came a look i^ 

face, the meaning of which Mr. Sondes ^u^c^^^^m 

perfectlj. ^^^ 

"So I am compelled to come and see ypn^ <^, 
ceeded the older man; '*for there are manj ^:Bbm^ 
which I wißh to talk over with you. But, fest of 
let me agk you one qaestion. Do yon remember 
promise yon made me one night at Qrayg?" 

"Perfecüy," was the reply. 

"Do you repent it?" 

"No," Percy answered. 

"If you do, I will ahsolve you trom, it" 

"I have no wish to be absolyed. Wete the tu 
to come over again, I woulcf give you the jsame pr 
miso cheerfiilly and willingly as I gave it theo." 

"Hereafter it may place you- in a painftd pos_^ 
tion." 

"Had you thought the sunshine could last for eveir 
— had you not been afraid of storms and breakers — 
you would never have asked me to give it," the 
younger man answered, with a kind of constraint on 
him; and he tumed towards the fire again. 

"True," said Mr. Sondes; and there ensued silence 
for a moment, during the continuance of which eaeh 
' was busy following out bis own separate tndn of 
thought. 

Suddenly, Percy broke the stillness by inquiring — 
"I hope you are better, sir. I trust your health is now 
really improving?" 

"Have you forgotten what I told you?" asked Mr, 
Sondes, in reply. 

"No; but I äiought — I hoped — Doctors are not 
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infallible; and even apparently incnrable diseases have 
ere now found a physician able and willing to heal." 

^'Mine has not, at any rate/' answered the other« 
And once again there ensned a dead silence. 

It was corions to see how these two men fenced 
with the subject that lay next to the hearts of both. 

Two women would haye roshed into the matter 
open-mouthed: would have talked and wept, and wept 
and explained; and then taken comfort, and wept and 
talked again. • Bnt the pair I am speaking of followed 
the usnal masculine conrse, and kept as far as possible 
away firom the question on which both desired to touch. 
liound their quany they described gradnally decreasing 
drcles, and then commenced, Walking round the widest 
of these circles first. 

At length, however, Mr. Sondes reached the very 
centre-point of the business; and when he had done so, 
he Said, abruptly, — 

"Forbes, you and Lawrence have quarrelled " 

"And if we have?" Percy answered, facing about, 
and feeling the hour had come at last 

"Then I shöuld like to know what the quarrel has 
been about," Mr. Sondes finished. 

"He seid I took too much on me — and perhaps 
he was right When one man unasked nndertakes to 
advise another, he may fairly be accused of meddling. 
I did meddle in Lawrence Barbour's concems — and 
got snubbed for my pains. I do not blame him — I 
might have been no more patient than he, had our 
respective positions been reversed. But I had not any 
Intention of ceasing to visit at your house in ooxib^ 
quence of our disagrement. It is not that. whv 
kept me away." =. ^- 
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^Tl»n whai hm kept yon «mj?'' inqniFed Mr. 
Sondefi. 

^^Jtxfi. GmofiWDode/' was the r^plj. ^^ Befand all 
women who €rver Irv^d, I -dimk I diali^ thxt -wo mi ; 
«ad had jma nieoe mamed nie insteul «f Bttrboor^ I 
would no more lia^e opened inj doore to »dnnt S^tta 
AlwTS, ifliaii I wonld ojsea t^m now te adsmt the 

^Ton i{»6ak cdron^j/' miä ICr. Sandw. 

"Notttoo ßtrongily/' aniwered Perey Farbes. **I 
k&ew iker before jou or Barbonr knew hen I «osiffldffir 
her a bad^ deeigsmig womui., axid ane irboBe oaat- 
jfc^^nnaliip eui do Bo good to KBj odwT ITOnilia.^ 

^^ Water and oü cazmot xDix,^' rnggested Mr. Sandfea, 
deprecating-ly. 

''Trae; bat still, oontaet witk oil spfoia water,^ 
aaunrered Perey, and iie Isag-bed^ b«t bk laai^ w»8 
not beartj, and the face Mr. Sondes loolcod into was 
tbe £Bce almoBt «f an c^ aaid B&xsroäi man. 

"Fwrbea, baa it ever coomred to yc» ^ ^t>egaii 

Mr. Bondes, and tben be stopped. 

"Has wbat ever oecarred to me?"' demanded tbe 
otber in retom. ^'K tbere is anyddng yoa want to 
knov, sir/^ be went on, speaking baznedlj:, ^yo« mnst 
ask o&e plain questkniB, and deöre me to giTe yoa 
pLain answerB. I will not gness at yonr widbes, bot 
eoBJeetore yo«r deoreB.^ 

""Tbcre waa a time wben I did not like yo«, F<»bes,'* 
began Mr. Sondes, a litüe indirecdy, aa perfaaps the 
reader may oonaider, — ^'when I thonght you a fit^ a 
hntterfly, when I w<mld not bare hi^ yoa dangjnig 
aboat my boose fbr aay oonsidendon, and ^^ 

"I know all that;' Percy inteiposed; ""yon oiily 
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saw the gay Bhell, and you did not then imagine what 
a poor, humble, incapable creature Lad it for a covering. 
You thooght me God knotrs what, that firat day I ever 
crossed yoiir thresliold — a ewindler, a swell-mobsman, 
an area-sn^ak^ perhaps, or sometbüng equally ree^ect- 
able." 

"Nay, nay," broke in Mr. Sondes. 

"But I say, yea," persisted Percy: "you had found 
a rara avü^ free firom all the sins and follies that dis- 
figured me, — a nightingale all gray, without a band- 
Bome feather anywhere, — and the impression the 
cockatoo, äs you considered me, made on your mind 
was therefoi^ unfayonrable in ihe extreme. Is there 
any need for me to go on? We went over all this 
ground a year since, did we not? You found the snail 
but a plodding, stupid fellow, after all; you confessed 
your nightingale feil short of perfection. I told you 
then all I had to teil against Lawrence Barbour, and 
still you elected to'giye your nieee to him.^' 

"She was fond of him," suggested Mr. Sondes. 

"And so were you," retorted Peity, almost fiercely; 
he had been thinking over the matter before his visitor 
came in, and every tum of it was fresh in his mind — 
"So were you, — the business man liked his immense 
application ; the clever man liked his extraordinary 
ability; the reduse admired his steadiness. What 
chance had I against him? If you had given me your 
niece, you would never have liked me as you like 
him." 

"And yet I trust you further than I trust him, 
Porbes." 

"Simply because I have no peouaii 
your concerns," retumed the younger imi 
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plainlj to-night, it is because I have beqn thinking 
abont my own life tili I am almost mad. I shall neyer 
have a wife to gladden my home. You have doomed 
me to go on alone — alone. The best thing I could 
do would be to emigrate. I wish to Gpd I had emi- 
grated when I first thought of doing so! I am sick of 
this existence. The monotony is unendnrable, the 
loneliness insupportable!" 

And having said his day, Percy Forbes laid his 
arm on the mantelshelf and his head upon it, suUenly 
and wearily. He could speak out his mind at any 
rate, if Lawrence failed to do so; and Mr. Sondes had 
come to that State of health, mental and bodily, when 
it seems pleasant to hear any one ntter every word his 
heart has in it, when reserve assumes the form of a 
vice instead of a virtne; when self-restraint and a con- 
stitational constraint appear faults to monm over, rather 
than gifts to admire. 

All this passed, more swiftly than I can write it, 
throngh Mr. Bondes' mind; then he rose, and laying 
his band on Percy^s Shoulder, said, with a tremor in 
his voice, — 

"Forbes, you would not have married a woman 
who did not love you?" 

"I would have made her love me^" Percy answered. 
"I would have loved her so much, she could not have 
helped giving me back some portion in time. But what 
is the use of talking about sdl that now?". he added. 
"It is all past and gone; the story is written — the 
book closed — the song sung; your niece is married, 

and I am not going to make an idiot of mysdf 

again," he finished abruptly. 

For a moment there was silence, which Percy broke 
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by puUing a cigar out of his case, and cutting the end 
deliberately off it, remarking, as he did so, — 

**I am not certain that there is not more comfort 
to be had out of a cigar than out of a wife. Now, 
Mr. Sondes, you wanted to know something. You came 
bere to-nigbt to talk to me. I am sane again, and 
ready to listen to all you may have to teil." 

"I sbould like first to teil you bow grieved I 
am " 

"Don't, tben," interrupted Percy. "I am one of 
tbose men wbom sympatby does not suit — witb wbose 
mental Constitution pity does not agree. It is bad for 
me even to grieve for myself. Forget my folly and 
my disappoibtment, and trust me with your present 
anxiety, if you will." 

"It is natural I sbould be anxious," replied Mr. 
Sondes. "I am a dying man, Forbes, and " 

"So are we all," remarked Percy, parentbetically. 

"Yes; but I have a specific disease, remember; and 
tbat fact I sball not be able to keep. mucb longer from 
the knowledge of Olivine and her husband." 

"I consider it most undesirable that you sbould 
keep it from them at all," observed Percy, "and, what 
is more, I have always thought so." 

"There are reasons," answered Mr. Sondes. 

"I never knew a sick man yet who did not think 
he had weighty reasons for secrecy," persisted Percy; 
"but the reasons were generally none the better for 
that However," he went on, "I do not wish to argue 
the matter with, or to press disagreeable disclosures 
on, you. In my opinion, youp covery 

would be much greater were yotf" niece 

and Barbour into your confidenod: «-^^ 

The Bace/or Wealth, JL 
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me. Bot 
siionld do 

"Yoa do 
sovnd heftltk 
hftd a mortai 
in the wm j of 
were he in eacmnmiMaiem d < 

''Tour similetelb agwsl jvataM^ 
coollv. ''The man who » not in tosptalkm wmU 1wI 
be able to teU bis ftlbnr ttendii^ on &tt kriak, of &i 
peril of bis podtion; and, in like mmnimm^ &a kwillltf 
see tbat balf tbe lecrecj and scniplea of Am tUk mn 
merel j tbe fimd« of dinascL Hofirefv, aa I flüd W^ 
fore, I am no doctor; and tbon^ I abaD Ib rmy fßmi 
wben Barbonr knows all abont tbe natnro of y mm 
iDnesSf I am not going to gire bim a Unt on ßm aab- 
ject" 

''If Barbonr knew tbat mj lifo ww abookftaljr 
bang^g on a stiaw, be woold at oneo bqgin caleoililiqg 
bow soon be eoold bope to fill mj aboea." 

''Wbat a comfortable idea yon aeoa to hane of 
Barbour's disinterestednesB," observed Percj. 

"I tbink I nndentand bnman natoie pnU^ iroUi'' 
Said Mr. Sondes."" 

''I alwajB notice people wbo 
natnre, nerer beliere tbere is anj good aide to k,** 
Mr. Forbes' commentaiy on tbis Statement. 

"Had we better talk tbis matter over i 
time?" asked bis yisitor. ''It seems to mo joal 
mneb inelined to discnss iL** 

" Frank! j, I am not/* replied Pere^. ""Baiboiir ia 
no favoürite of mine; bat still I do not believo bim to 
be mercenary, and tbore is sometbing treaolieKoas to 
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my mind in the idea of imputing such a confoundedlj 
sordid natore to a man behind bis back. He is able 
and willing to work. I tbink, and bave always tbongbt, 
tbat, as regards money matters, yonr niece is perfectly 
safe in bis bands.'' 

"And, as regards otber matters, Forbes?" 

"He bas bebaved as well as any person could," 
answered Percy. "He bas kept bimself out of tbe 
waj; be bas not gone to Hereford Street wben sbe was 
tbere. If you put bim in tbe way of temptation, is 
tbat bis fault? If you tbrow bim in tbe way of as 
faJse a woman and as beartless a flirt as ever breatbed, 
and give bim no cbance of escaping from ber toils^, is 
he to blame wbatever bappens? Is be — Mr. Sondes, 
I put it to your own common sense — " 

"Tben you tbink be is still fond of ber? You be- 
lieve tbere is danger in tbe association?^^ 

Percy Forbes took tbe cigar from bis moutb, and 
bolding it between tbe first and second fingers of bis 
rigbt band, looked at tbe person wbo asked tbis 
question, in almost incredulous amazement; tbere was 
tbat expression in bis face wbich caused Mr. Sondes 
somewbat angrily to demand an answer. 

"My GodI" exclaimed tbe younger man; "bow 
can you bave lived all your life not to know tbat as 
well as I Ho? If any one eise bad made such a speech, 
I sbould bave tbougbt be was trying to make game of 
me. Do you tbink be ever ceased being fond of ber? 
Do you tbink be is a stick or a stone, tbat be can go 
on avoiding ber for ever? Tbere is your peril, Mr. 
Sondes. It is not a money-dang<ir nfortune 

wbich can be averted by settlem^ laking 

bim dependent on bis wife. H ^^^ 
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sake, to help himself ; and keep that woman awaj from 
Stepney Canseway, as Barbonr lias been trying to keep 
himself away firöm Herefoid Street And beyond aU 
things, Mr. Sondes, don't be angry with Wm — becaase 
he is onlj human. He did not deceive you — he de- 
ceived himself; and if you can only have patience, he 
will some day love Olivine far better than he ever 
loved Etta Alwyn." 

Like one stonned, Mr. Sondes sat qniet, while this 
torrent of words ponred over him. 

It was the horror which had been stealing towards 
him, clothed with a tangible body — it was the dread 
made manifest — the terror put into shape. 

"What have I done?" he muttered, in a didl, 
stupid kind of way. "What have I done?" And so 
he maundered on for a minute or two — tili, stretching 
out his hands towards Percy, in a kind of mute appeal 
for help, he cried — "Oh Forbes! the pain!" 



CHAPTER IX. 

OplnionB Medical änd OfliorwiM. 

When Percy Forbes thought in the after time 
about the night Mr. Sondes* mortal malady took a 
visible form before him, and tried to recollect how he 
raised the sick man, and bore him into the nezt apart- 
ment, and laid him on the bed, and administered such 
palliatives as his visitor prayed for — Memory refused 
to repeat the scene for him, no matter how eamestly 
he wooed her to do so. 

There are some incidents — trivial, useless, to our 
thinking, to remember — which the mind will persist 



OPINIONS MEDICAL AND OTHERWISB. 149 

in depicting over and over again; whilst others — as 
to how OUT strength and our will sufficed to serve a 
man; how we spoke under the influence of strong 
agitation; what we said when moved either by grief or 
by joy; in what words we expressed our sympathy or 
our disapproval — we can no more recall than we can 
the look of our own faces in childhood, the tones of 
our Yoices in the days that are now so far away. 

In these inatters the jade Memory, when we think 
we are most sure of her compliance with our desires, 
plays US false. She slips and slides away; she is a 
jilt, a torment, to our thinking a trifler, who discourses 
to US about the small troubles of our lives, and can 
never be got to stand still and answer sensibly when 
we would discourse to her conceming weightier 
matters. 

There are hours fuUy spent, and abundantly oc- 
cupied at the time, which yet to our subsequent ideas 
seem blanks , leaves lost out of the book of existence, 
simply because Memory will fumish us with noihing 
beyond the very vaguest summary of events that have 
been crowded into them. 

Such an hour the one following Mr. Sondes' attack 
appeared to Percy Forbes. He could never, as I have 
said before, give a perfecüy clear account even to him- 
self of how he occupied Üie minutes as they fled by. 
Vaguely, perhaps, he understood the road of his life 
took a tum at that point (a man can feel the sweep 
of the curve even though he be travelling by express), 
but of the accessories, of the trees and the houses, the 
grass, the flowers, the bare common, the weary hill, 
the dusty thoroughfare, and the flints^ and l\i<^ ^g^J^\^<^^ 
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and the sbarp gravel, be took no heed, erto iiiiecni- 
sciouslj. 

The road took a tarn abrapüy, and the end 'direw 
a little nearer, and the probable aspeet of äie end 
changed — that was all! 

Well as he was able, Percj alleviated the agony 
of that terrible attack. He sent a messenger off f or a 
great West-end doctor, skilled in ihe particolar disease 
which had, as he knew, selected 01iyine*s uncle for a 
yictim whom it delighted to honour with constant 
marks of attention and remembrance; he despatched a 
Dote to Lawrence, begging him to "come ronnd,*^ 
djxectlj he retnmed home; he stayed beside ihe man 
in his hour of mortal agony, and as he stajed and 
watched, with the Windows flung wide— thongh it was 
a cold raw winter's night — he thought aboot how 
this complaint had brought them together; how it had 
been the tie between him and Mr. Sondes. 

For it was the tie. One day when Percy Forbes 
chanced to be passing throngh a street, once Very 
familiär to him, but which he now seldom traversed, he 
met Mr. Sondes Coming out of the honse of that great 
doctor of whom mention has just been made, — met 
him so suddenly that the older man had no time to put 
on his mask; met him so folly face to face that the 
one countenance asked, and the oiher answered, withoat 
a Word being nttered on either side. 

Straight out from ihe presence-ehamber into the 
Street Mr. Sondes had walked — from that apartment 
fumished with the inevitable fdraiture, tenanted by that 
inevitable individual who for the time being representiBd 
Fate — he came from hearing of death and darkness 
into light and sunshine. 
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Bnt tbe horror \aj across his face still, and Percy 
Forbes perceived it A physician who sees a score of 
patients every moming may not think it pecaliarly 
distressing to intimate to one of them there can be no 
eure; but it is every thing to tbe man wbo tbus bears 
bis doom. 

After all, it is tbe sbipwreck of bis vessel — bis 
Tessel, and tbe only one be owns; it is tbe closing" of 
bis [tbeatre; tbe annonncement of bis bankmptcy; tbe 
end of bis day to tbat solitary individnal. 

Tbe nineteen may live, and tbe twentietb is but an 
Tinit; tbe many go to tbeir work and to tbeir pleasure, 
— wbat matters tbe one wbo is left for execution? He 
bas bad bis toy, and Time bas broken it; of wbat more 
avail can tbe pieces, broken and scattered, prove to 
bim or to any of bis fellows? 

"You bave beard bad news, I fear?" Percy said, 
witb Mr. Sondes' arm drawn tbrougb bis, witb Mr. 
Sondes staggering alongside bim. ^ 

"Yes," was Üie answer; and tben tbe sick man told 
bim all be bad just listened to from lips tbat rarely 
prononnced an erroneous opinion. "I prayed for übe 
tmtb, and I bave beard it," be went on; ^^and bow I 
bave beard it, I find tbe tmtb as bard to bear as my 
neigbbours." 

Bat Percy was bopeftil; tbe mere fact of a disease 
being incnrable did not, in bis eyes, render it fiitaL 
Doctors, moreover, always made tbe worst of tbings; if 
tbey did not, wbat woold be tbe nse of tbem? 

"It is far easier to live tban to die, Mr. Sondes," 
finisbed Percy; "and far pleasanter. In twelve montbs" 
time yon will be laugbing at all tbis, and wondering 
you were ever affected by sucb old women's tales." 
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"Old women*s tales are pathetic, when diare b «i 
eternal trath nnderljing the etory" wßs die xqlj^ 
*^and doctors* words affect a man when faeondearBteiidf 
clearlj tbat they are bis death-wazrant" 

But still Percy refused to be convineed. Uader 
the sunshine he talked hopefnlly; ander ihe annahina 
Mr. Sondes feit his spirits improve, his hopea rerive.. 

That was the tie which first drew ihe pak togeäier^ 
and as the days went by, Percj came fblly to nndar- 
stand how much the fact of two people knowing sanite- 
thing which is not known by the remainder of ihe 
World goes to make friends ont of ihe most mnlikely 
materials. Mr. Sondes never told any one eise ezaedy 
how ill he was; but if he suddenly pansed in the 
middle of a sentence, or if his langh stopped abmptly, 
Percy Forbes knew the why and Üie wherefore of the 
pause and the sadness, guessed ihe thought which was 
passing through his mind, understood that in ihe 
noontide he was thinking of night, in the light of ihe 
darkness. 

They had never been more than mere ordinary ao- 
quaintances until Percy leamed ihat Mr. Sondes waa 
suffering from a terrible disease, and ihat for his disease 
there could be found no eure; but from the üme he 
met the sick man Coming out from judgment, with hia 
face white and his band shaking like the band of one 
palsied, they made rapid strides into friendship. 

Not that he could keep back ihe disease, or giye 
the sufferer relief ; but he enew^ and there ia a stränge 
and subtle sense of something almost like secority in 
touching occasionally ihe band of any individual who 
is acquainted with äie nature of our trouble. 

He could talk fireely to Percy; teil him of his fear» 
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for Olivine, his vague plana for her better security after 
bis death. During the time when Lawrence and his 
wife were abroad, many and many a conversation did 
the twain hold in the garden at Beach House, and in 
the library where Lawrence had been received on the 
occasion of his first visit to Stepney Gauseway. 

Bitter enough and sad enough were those conver* 
sations at times-, but still they served to draw the two 
men closer together, and to make Mr. Sondes at length 
almost love the individual whom he had at one period 
absolutely disliked. 

All this ground Percy reviewed as he stood, with 
the keen night air blowing into the apartment, waiting 
for Lawrence, listening for the doctor. 

"What will Olivine doP.what will she say?" was 
the refrain of every mental sentence he uttered to 
himself. 

"Am I to teil Barbour the nature of your attack or 
not?" he asked Mr. Sondes at last, when he heard the 
outer bell ring, and knew that one or other of the ex- 
pected visitors had arrived. 

"You may teil him," the sick man answered, and 
he tumed his face and buried it in his pillow, while 
Percy went down-stairs to meet the new comer. There 
could be no use in attempting concealment any longer. 
He had played his game in secrecy so long as secrecy 
was possible; now he might throw down his cards, and 
let the World see them, for the game was virtually ovor. 

"I happened to be finishing some experiment« at 
Distaff Yard," Lawrence began, "and did not get your 
note tili my retum home. What is it?" Ho WM 
Standing in the hall, stamping the snow off hif 
and shaking the flakes firom bis clotho» a« hA f 
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and did not look np nntil Percy asked him if it were 
snowing. 

'^Snowing? I shonld think it was! Flakes as big as 
penny-pieces, and a wind which cuts you throngh and 
through. What is the matter with Mr. Sondes?" 

"A Budden attack," Percy answered. "I liave sent 
for a doctor. Would you like some brandy, Barbour? 
— you seem so cold." 

"Thank you, yes. I cannot afford time to be laid 
up. What doctor have you sent for? Eeddy?" 

" No, I did not think tliere was any use in troubling 
with him. One of the men is gone for Sheffield.*' 

"The deuce he is!" Lawrence set the glass of 
brandy down again untasted, and turned to look in 
Percy's face. " What in the name of heaven made you 
send for Sheffield ?" he inquired. 

"Because Mr. Sondes has consulted him before." 

"Oh!*^ he exclaimed, and after a pause added, "and 
now perhaps, as you know so much, you know also 
why he consulted him?" 

"Because he wanted advice, I suppose," retumed 
Percy, a little nettled at Lawrence's tone: "and because 
Sherfield is considered the best opinion in London 
about some cases." 

"What cases?" inquired Lawrence. 

"You had better ask him when he comes," an- 
swered Percy; and he was tuming away, but Lawrence 
caught bis arm. 

"Don't let US quarrel about the matter, old fellow," 
he Said. "It seems as though you have been taken 
into confidence to my exclusion. But that cannot be 
helped now. I suppose I was not worthy of trust," he 
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added, with a bitter laugh, and Percy eould not hdp 
feeling bis anger was natural. 

"I never coold see the necessity for mystery abont 
the matter/' be remarked; "bat sick people will take 
tbeir own way, oftentimes to their own biit" 

"Ay, and bealtby people, too," acqniedced Law- 
rence, and be passed np tbe staircase, and walked 
tbroiigb Percy's study, into tbe bed-room wbere Mr. 
Sondes lay. 

"I sbould like to bave Olivine near me," tbe sick 
man said. "Send for ber, will you, Lawrence? Does 
ßbe know I am ill?" 

"No," Lawrence answered. "I did not like to teil 
ber. Sbe and Mrs. Gainswoode were talking togetber 
over tbe fire wben I got back from tbe Refinery, and 
it seemed to me needless to say anytbing about your 
illness until I knew exactly wbat was tbe matter.'' 

"Let ber come," Mr. Sondes remarked, and tben, 
but not until tben, Lawrence realised bow ill tbe 
Speaker must be. A few bours before, and be would 
no more baye tbougbt of sufiPering Olivine to venture 
out on sucb a nigbt tban be would bave tbougbt of 
bidding ber row a wberry across tbe Tbames. INTow, 
bowever, tbe lesser evil was swallowed^up in tbe greater 
— ber comfort in bis yearning agony. 

"I will go for ber," Lawrence said, and Mr. Sondes 
uttered no word of dissent. He only lay still, wbile 
tbe wind blew cold and keen tbrougb tbe open window, 
and tbe snow feil more swiftly and in larger flakes on 
to tbe balcony, tbinking of tbe approacbing time wben 
tbey sbould still be talking togetber in tbe fireligbt, 
wbile be was witbout in tbe cold; wben tbey sbould 
still be pursuing tbe round of daily life ^ wltb lt& ^^V^».- 
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sures, its pains, its hopes, its disappointments, wbile he 
was wrapped in that sliimber from which all the din of 
earth, its pomps and vanities, its successes, its tmmpet- 
calls to fame, to struggle, to endurance, may never 
wake the sleeper. 

Before Olivine and Lawrence retumed, Dr. Sherfield 
arrived, saw the patient, wrote a prescription , and 
shrugged his Shoulders when at length he and Percy 
stood together in one of the lower rooms. 

"It is quite possible he may get over this attack," 
observed the great doctor, standing before the fire 
Percy had caused to be lighted when Mr. Sondes first 
mentioned his wish that Olivine should be sent for, 
and stretching out first one band and then the other 
over the blaze. "It is quite possible. There is nothing, 
so far as I see, to prevent his doing so." 

"But the next, doctor?" suggested Percy. 

"When the next comes you need not send for me," 
was the reply; and Dr. Sherfield changed the Pro- 
gramme of his entertainment by withdrawing his hands 
from the blaze, and putting his feet alternately on the 
f ender, while he looked into the leaping flame and 
smiled, as though he and the fire had some pleasant 
secret in common between them. 

It was a way the great man had, this of being 
able to disengage his mind from the patient upstairs, 
and allowing it to travel off after some exquisite case 
reported in "The Lancet," or a wonderful eure which 
he intended to put in the next chapter of his marvellous 
work on medicine. 

He could come down from a sick room, and in two 
minutes forget as utterly all about patient and death, 
pain and suffering, sorrow and bereavement, as though 
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such things had no place in this prosaic, work-a-day 
World. 

Some people were so unreasonable as to object to 
this as to a fault, wMle others maintained that all the 
time he appeared to he off on his mental travels, he 
was really giving his intensest consideration to the 
case. 

Both opinions were wrong, however. Dr. Sherfield's 
indifference was not assumed, neither could it jusüy 
be considered a fault. Is a man to give his heart as 
well as his mind, his pity as well as his skill, to 
lacerate his feelings as well as to write out a pre- 
ßcription, for twenty-one Shillings current coin of the 
realm? Is it possible for any one to go on being 
**veiy sony" for sufferer after sufferer; very sorry, that 
is, to the length of making the sufferer's troubles his? 
Shall a doctor be expected to go on declaring he is 
interested beyond all power of expression in case after 
case, as monthly nurses affirm they delight in the 
physical and mental peculiarities of each new baby 
wMch they swathe, and subject to tortures and indigni- 
ties nnutterable? 

Each individual thinks his own disease, like his 
own sorrow, the worst and the most remarkable that 
ever was endured by poor humanity, and if it were 
not for the little drawback of expense, would keep a 
doctor to study its idiosyncrasies. If one of the multi- 
tude have but a touch of bronchitis, he is confident 
nobody ever before had bronchitis in precisely the same 
form, and is angry with his long-suffering medical 
attendant, who teils him the attack is nothing to 
ßignify. 

But suppose the medical attendant. <i,a\Ä!ö. ^ ^OA.^ 
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what then? The happy possessor of a bronchial affeo- 
tion pooh-poohs his affliction, and thinks that doctors 
do not endore illness with one half the resignation of 
their patients. 

AU of which goes to prove at once that there is no 
load so easy to bear as the pack which another man 
carries on his back, and that there was no earthlj 
reason why Dr. Sherfield should make the ailments 
of the men and the dornen for whom he prescribed, 
his own. 

''You might as rationally, madam, expect me to be 
laid up with small-pox if I went into a house where 
the disease was raging/' he remarked, on one occasion, 
to a female malcontent "I eure where I can; I pal- 
liate where eure is impossible; but I do not ondertake 
to bemoan myself , and sit in sackcloth and ashes over 
every hopeless case, or to mourn for seven days when, 
in the ordinary course of nature, some one whom I 
have seen once, perhaps for ten minntes, departs thia 
life." 

The ordinary course of nature I that was the thing; 
Dr. Sherfield considered the ordinary course of nature 
disease at any period of existence, at any age. 

The man had to die; what, therefore, was the use 
of making a fuss about it? With Mr. Sondes the 
question was not of life or death, but simply for how 
long a time death could be averted, life, hanging on a 
thread, sustained. 

The man had to die: it was appointed to him that 
he must do so at some period sooner or later. Science 
had declared eure was impossible; therefore skill, like 
the Levite, passed by on the other side. Could strogglisg 
with the inevitable do any good? Could bringi^ ä 
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doctor all the way from one of the streets off PiccadiUy 
in such wretched weadier, to so detestable a neighbour- 
bood, througb streets that were enough to give a man 
tbe horrors, compass any desirable end? No. For 
wbich reason Dr. Sberfield told Percy it was nseless to 
send for bim again in case of any fresb attack. 

If a prawn were to tum round and address a re- 
monstrance to tbe cook about to pop it into boiling 
water, naturally tbe cook would feel surprise, and 
possibly indignation. 

Now, to Dr. Sberfield, bis patients were all prawns; 
some were to be cast back into tbe sea of life; otbers 
were to die. He bad strong opinions on tbis subject, 
and feit little besitation about expressing tbem; bat if 
any one finds fault wilb bim for tbis, I pray tbat per- 
son to remember a disinterested, unbiassed judgment is 
wortb a bundred, warped and twisted. Trutb is trutb, 
and, tberefore wbolesome, let its taste be never so 
bitter, its flavour never so unpleasant. Percy Forbes, 
Standing at the end of tbe mantel-sbelf, and looking 
in tbe face of tbe great man, wbo confessed Im skill 
bad found its limits, feit tbat tbe bonest sour, unplea- 
sant tbougb it migbt be to swallow, was preferable to 
tbe lying sweets of many a more complaisant doctor. 
And yet, all tbe time, bis beart was bungering for 
some Word of comfort, for some bopeful sentence wbicb 
he could repeat to her over wbom bis soul was crying, 
in tenderest compassion, "Olivine, Olivinel" 

"You will not be able to remove bim for some 
weeks," remarked Dr. Sberfield, retuming from tbe 
mental excorsion in wbicb be bad been indulging bim- 
seif toTthe Isle of Dogs and tbe patient be bad been 
•e^pcoA jtibUjber to see. "And if be bave^ «ä \ä VYö^R^^ 
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worldly affairs to setüe, I should suggest that the 
sooner he arranges those kind of matters, the better 
for him and all parties concemed. Has he a large 
famüy?" 

"Never was married," answered Percy. 

"Indeed! I fancied he was a widower; now what 
can have given me that Impression?" 

"He has a niece," Percy remarked; "if he men- 
tioned her at all to yon, he would be certain to speak 
of her as his child." 

"That was it," said Dr. Sherfield, nodding to ihe 
fire as though satisfied. "Is she single?" 

"No; married," replied Mr. Forbes, and there was 
a tone in his voice which made the doctor tum bis 
eyes firom the fire and fasten them on his face. 

"It will be rather inconyenient for you to have a 
sick man thrown on your hands after this fashion," 
snggested Dr. Sherfield, who had taken a liking to 
Percy, just as the house surgeon at St George's had 
taken a liking to him the day he and Lawrence Bar- 
boor became acquainted. 

"I shall leaye the place to them tili Mr. Sondes is 
able to be removed," answered the master of Beach 
House, hurriedly. "A bachelor, you know," he added 
next moment, "can make shift anywhere." 

"And who will take charge of the invalid?" asked 
Dr. Sherfield. 

"His niece Mrs. Barbour, and her husband." 

"It is very kind of you, I am sure," remarked the 

physician, and he resumed his contemplation of the 

""•e, only to be diverted from that occnpation next 

►ment by the entrance of Olivine, who, dazzled by 

) light, did not at first perceive the doctor, and 
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advanced towards Percy with her hands stretched out, 
just as her uncle had extended his, not four hours be- 
fore, asking for help as he h&d done. 

"Oh! Mr. Forbes, what is it? How good you are. 
Where can I find him?" 

She could not see when she began her sentence, 
because she was blinded by the light; she could not 
see when she concluded it, because her eyes were füll 
of tears, tears that would brim over and roll fast down 
her cheeks. "And Mrs. Gainswoode insisted on Coming, 
too," she added, "and I am so sorry; but, Mr. Forbes, 
I could not help it." 

"This is Mrs. Barbour, doctor," Percy interrupted; 
he had one of Olivine's hands in his, and forced her 
to turn and notice Dr. Sherfield before proceeding 
further with her speech. 

"And how is my uncle?" she said, fastening at 
once on the physician, who seemed to her at that 
moment the incamation of hope and help, and air and 
sunshine. "You will be able to eure Mm; he is not 
very ill; he will soon be well?" in answer to which 
Dr. Sherfield, who had at first commenced with a stifiP 
bow and an increased conviction she was much more 
friendly with Mr. Forbes than he saw any occasion for, 
took the band Percy had released, and answered, 
"My dear young lady, we must hope for the best; 
there is no doubt but that with your good nursing, he 
will recover from this attack ; but his illness cannot fail 
to prove tedious; you will not be so impatient if I teil 
you this at once." 

"No, oh no!" 

"And he must not be agitated." 

"He is accustomed to me," she said, softly. 

Ths Rac9 fw y^wlih, IL ^^ 
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'^Accnstomed! I sbonld think he was/' remarked 
Mrs. Gainswoode, who joined the gronp at this jtmctare; 
"you will kill yourself, child, if yon go on as yon 
have been doing lately. Now let me help yon; I am 
a capital nnrse, and as for falling asleep, I assnre yon, 
Doctor Sherfield, I believe I conld keep awake for 
ever." 

And slie made one of her sweeping little cnrtseys 
to the physician, who froze np on the instant, and ob- 
serving that he thonght it mnst be considered a talent 
wasted, glanced first at Mrs. Gainswoode, and then at 
Olivine, and then at Mrs. Gainswoode again, critically. 

"I will take another look at onr patient now," he 
volunteered, rather to Percy's astonishment, and with 
a bow to Mrs. Gainswoode, and a kindly good-bye to 
Olivine, he left the room. 

"Is that another *niece?" he inqnired, as he and 
Percy ascended the stairs together. 

"No, she is not any relation; she is a lady who 
has been staying on a visit with Mrs. Barbour." 

"Stylish-looking person," remarked Dr. Sherfield. 

"Yes," answered Percy; and that was all the phy- 
sician made out of his last move. 

"You will recollect what I said about his worldly 
affairs," he said, while he stood buttoning his coat in 
the hall, and putting on his gloves, and looking into 
his hat, as thongh there were some mystery concealed 
in it. 

"I shall not forget," Percy answered. 

"And I need not come down again; bnt yon can 
let me know how he is; and if, at any time, it wonld 
be a satisfaction , I will just take a look at him." 

With which concession Dr. Sherfield departed, bnt 
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not before he had quite decided there was more 
in that household than met the eye ; and he would 
have been still fiirther confirmed iq this opinion had he 
overheard a short dialogue which took place between 
Lawrence Barbour and Percy Forbes, before his 
carriage had reached the West India Dock gates 
and was dashing back along the Commercial Road to 
London. 

"Willyou let bygones be bygones, Forbes?" Law- 
rence began. "I am sorry for all I said the other 
day. I did.not mean the half of it; but I was put 
out, and you chose the wrong time for giving me so 
much advice." 

"A man always does, when he teils his neigh- 
bour he has too many irons in the fire," was the quiet 
reply. 

"Well, perhaps so," answered Lawrence; " but in 
any case let us cry quits. You are a thorough good 
fellow, and I will not quarrel again with you, if I can 
help it" % 

"Nor I with you," Percy agreed; but there was a 
second feeling in the minds of both men as they 
grasped hands. 

"I must keep fair with him at all hazards," Law- 
rence mentally decided; while Percy, occupying the 
same spot on the hearthrug where Dr. Sherfield had 
stood, came to the conclusion that Barbour was making 
too sure of Mr. Sondes' property before that gentleman 
departed to the only land where a large money capital 
is not supposed to be needed in ord' social 

consideration, profound respeet, «IM luip- 
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CHAPTEß X. 

L&wrence and Percy. 

Next day the owner of Reach House removed him- 
self and a few of his effects to Mrs. Pratting's first- 
floor, to those rooms wherein Lawrence Barbour had, 
at an earlier period of this story, surroonded himself 
with the "gobbelets" and carpet, the chairs covered in 
"Geneva" velvet, the sprawling Cupids, and the gim- 
Gxacks, which excited at once Mrs. Jackson^s admira- 
tion and animadversion. 

When Lawrence changed his State and his home, 
he took those various belongings with him to Stepney 
Cause way, and the vases and the statuettes lightened 
up the old drawing-room where he had sang to Olivine 
in the semi-darkness, and the varions trifles which he 
had purchased, in order to make his rooms look as 
much like her rooms as possible, now went to beautify 
a house, presided over by Olivine Sondes, instead of 
by Etta Alwyn. 

Only the French lithograph found no place on any 
of the walls. It lay, face downwards, at the bottom 
of a large packing-case, with much of that useless 
rubbish piled above it which a man accumulates in the 
course of time, and keeps he knows not why,for some 
indefinite use in a remote fdture. 

Long afterwards Olivine found the lithograph there; 
and, when she found it, she propped the picture up on 
her knees, by passing her arms behind it, and looked 
into the eyes that languished back at her from the 
frame, tili her own were dim, tili face and neck, and 
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hair and trick of esq^^esskni woe au like a ocntfiued 
mist before her. Tlliile she sat thos preoccnped^ «De 
entered llie apartment, who took the pictore from )ier> 
and, placing it on the floor, set his heel on the glass, 
and breaking it into a hnndred pieces, stamped the 
beanty and* the likeness, and the form and the coIooT) 
out of that fair, false face. 

"Olivine, my darling," he said, "did we not agree 
that bygones were to be bygones?" and he gathered 
np the Fragments of frame and portrait,and piled them 
on the fire. 

"Yes; but I fonnd it," was the answer; "and I 
could not help feeling sorry." 

"Yon will never feel sorry about anything con- 
cerning her again, I tmst," hereplied; and the leaping 
flame curled round the frame, and the fire couBumod 
the picture. 

That time had all to come, however, when Porcv 
Forbes transferred his quarters to Hrs, Prattitign 
rooms, which were plainly enough fumisfaed U) have 
satisfied even Mrs. Jackson's economical tendeneieM. 

Half-a-dozen chairs, a much-wom drugget-cari/ei, 
a couple of China shepherdesses, moreen mrUimn^ a 
stand of flowers executed in cat paj>er, a l'^nhrokit 
table, a sofa covered in haireloth, arid »u^^^^tiv«; //f 
the extremest unrest, were all the obj^;t« wU^^nfwlili 
Percy was expected to teaat hin eye» and r*!fr*»U UU 
souL 

Anything duller than die nx/uui^ Ü ' u 

Situation, and theweallier^ ^/vü ms^^itih 
but Percy was indifferent tM oue a# tf 
was martjrizing Mmself for <)livim^$ ei 
is but a poor lorer who doe» wA n^M 
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bis own feet, in order thatthe lady of bis choice may 
cross the ford dry. 

This is Ihe only sort of cliivalry pennitted to 
nineteenth-century cavaliers; and perhaps it is as true 
chivalry to bear discomfort pleasurably and in silence, 
to the end that the loved one may not be deprived of 
ber accustomed loxuries, as it was to run a tut at tbe 
sound of trumpets in tbe days wben beroines were 
called Edelgitba and Bowena. 

Not tbat Percy's self-imposed penance proved 
agreeable to Olivine; ratber tbe reverse, indeed. Sbe 
and ber busband and Mrs. Gainswoode all entreated 
bim witb mucb earnestness, and a profusion of words 
not to leave Eeäcb Honse; but tbe master tbereof was 
inexorable. 

"He knew Mrs. Barbour ougbt to bave tbe place 
to berself and ber uncle," he observed, glancing some- 
wbat significantly at Mrs. Gainswoode. "Besides," be 
added, "my bours and my ways are not tbe bours and 
ways suited for an invalid: I sbould only be nncom- 
fortable myself , and make every one eise in tbe house 
uncomfortable also." 

"Tben go to Stepney Canseway,"01ivinesuggested, 
eagerly. 

"Do," foUowed Mrs. Gainswoode, "and I will re- 
tum tbere and make your coffee for yon." 

"Ab! madam," be said, bowing low, "I c6iild 
never put you to sucb vile uses." 

"You cannot tbink tbe pleasure it would give 
me," sbe answered. 

"Pray bave mercy!" be exclaimed. "Bememtreir 

.t a lonely man I am, and do not drive me to 
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distraction by placing before mine eyes the prospect of 
a bliss I may never realise." ^ ^ „ 

"Really, Percy, you are too absurd, remarked 
Mrs. Grainswoode. "I should have thougbt we were 
too old for any absurdity of that kind." 

"I should bave thougbt so, too," answered Mr. 
Forbes; whereupon Etta bit her lip, and colouring up 
a ütde, declared he was as g^eat a teaze as ever. 

"That is only your kind partiality," observed 

Percy. 

"I wish she would go to make coffee for anybody," 
Said Olivine, the first moment she found herseif aloue 

with Percy. , cc« 

"For me?" he suggested. "Surely you would not 
be so cruel as to wish anything of the Idnd." 

"Why, do you not like her?" asked Mrs. Barbour. 
"Do not you?" he retorted, and there was a mo- 
ment's silence. "I am devoted to her!" he went on, 
finding the silence irksome, — "so much so that I 
really could not endure to see her perform a singie 
kindness for me." 

"I wish she would go — I do wish she would," 
Olivine broke out, passionately. 

"Eeally, truly, you say that, not as a mere pass- 
ing wish, but from your very heart?" 

"From the bottom of my heart, Mr. Forbes; and 
if she goes now, I will nerer ask her to retum — 
never-," and Mrs. Barbour's eyes sparkled as she 
spoke. 

Percy Forbes laogfaed. "Toa d— ^-nmenl" he 
Said; "how charmingly ineamlH Widously 

changeable you aie« — the hom v^k^ S» 

the bitter enemy of a mondi Im 
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low eating-hooses, to the public- honseB freqnented by 
carriers and cabmen, where he will tbankfally take a 
treat from you if you are indined to be generons. 

The days of ''Limited Liability'' are not all apent 
yet — bat there were worse days in the eari^ period 
of its lüstory, eren, than those in which our present 
lot is cast — when the devil of specolation waa looaed 
in Order to deceive the nations; when Bmall capitaliitB 
were snnffed out by great companies; when onl^ honest 
inen were ever again to be poor; when the rogaea had 
ontcrod into their temporal heaven; when eveiybody 
ono met was going to make bis fortone either by ahares, 
by promoting, by selling bis inventions, by lending hiB 
name, by procnring noblemen as directors, by atarting 
projects, by advertising the Company, or by hdping to 
float it off the Stocks. 

^rhe Cholera and Limited Liability reached a point 
at about the same period. The same post that hronght 
nowspapers containing the Registrar-G^neral's report to 
(juiet country districts, brought likewise nnwonted-look- 
ing lettors enclosing samples of all manner of new &- 
brics, prospectnses of wonderful companies, forma of 
application for shares, moderate calcnlations of the thon- 
sand per cent retums to be expected, and such fioniish- 
ing Statements, combined with such lists of namea, as 
caused Paterfamilias to place bis spectacles on bis ho- 
nonred nose and perose the document with mach inter- 
ost and astonishment 

There were companies. for everything — for bank- 
ing, for dining, for driving, for drinking, for bathing, 
and burying, and clothing, and washing, and fumiahing. 

No person who has not studied the statistics of com- 
panies can have the faintest idea of the deluge which 
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came upon the earth for its wickedness when once Par- 
liament opened the sluice-gates bj doing away with 
Unlimited Besponsibility. The thing was never tliought 
of or imagined hy man which did not, in the days of 
which I am speaking, find some one to make it into a 
body, with a tail of secretarieB, directors, solicitors, 
brokers, bankers, managers, agents — what 70a wilL 

There was a story told long ago of a simple-minded 
clergyman, who, being asked by his publisher how many 
copies he wished to have printed of a particnlar sermon, 
went into a calculation of the number of towns and 
villages in England, and then, estimating that each 
town and village would fomish one customer, desired 
an edition of some hundreds of ihonsands to be strack off. 

Companies in the first blash of limited liability were 
got up on precisely the same prindple. Suppose, for 
example, it was the Consolidated Ooffin Company: first 
of all you had in round nambers a Statement of the 
annoal deaths in Great Britain and Ireland; next, an 
impartial division of those numbers into adults and 
diildren; thirdly, a calculation of the cost of manufac- 
ture, and of the ordinaiy exorbitant charge for a very 
inferior article ; fourthly, you had a sum in subtraction, 
and a sum in multiplication, thus — profit per coffin 
and consequent profit on a million of coffins; fifthly, 
the probable expenses of working the Company were 
deducted from äie probable retums of the Company, 
the amount which had to be paid to Messrs. .3t^ and 
Crabbe, whose valuable patents the dutt 
cored — as well as ihe said patents bo^ 
a new screw, and the other for a mode ] 
sides of the coffin into grooves, therdb} 
unsighüiness and expense of nails-, «nd, ; 

The Rom fw Wealth 11, 
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petite, having hy this time been sufficiently whetted, 
the percentage to be expected was tben dedared, and 
the project confidentlj submitted to the nation. It is 
but justice to State tbat the nation amply deserved the 
confidence reposed in it, and nobly responded to the 
demands made upon its credulily. From east and west, 
from north and south, applications for shares flowed in. 
People thonght in those days they could not get their 
letters posted fast enough, and were always dreading 
that all the shares wonld be allotted before their epistles 
conld reach London. 

The South Sea scheme will be longer remembered 
than the mania for companies which followed the pass- 
ing of the Limited Liability Act ; but the reason why 
the one remains in men^s memories while the other has 
left comparatively litde impression on the public mind, 
is solely because the first concentrated itself in one 
gigantic bubble, while the second rose to the surface 
in a multitude of small foam-balls, the subsidence of 
which attracted comparatively little attention. The ag^ 
gregate of the money lost was probably more in the 
one case than in the other; but then it did not take 
wings and fly away in so magnificent a manner. Some 
futnre historian, writing of that time when England 
lost its brains for a season, and went mad about im- 
possibilities, may perhaps get together the statistics of 
the rotten companies, and teil how many collapsed, how 
many were wound up, how many were swindles, how 
many were floated into the commercial river to the end 
that Promoters and agents and secretaries and brokers 
and directors might pocket their honorarium, irhen the 
leaky ships were quietly permitted to sink; but no or- 
dinaiy observer can form even an approximate idea of 
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the scbemes that never paid a sixpence except to the 
men wbo started them, of the hnndreds and hnndreds 
of pounds each post brought from quiet country recto- 
ries, from widow ladies existing on small annnities, 
from spinsters earning a liard living as govemesses and 
schoolmistresses, from struggling curates, from specnla- 
tive squires, from all sorts and descriptions of people, 
who swallowed the bait as greedily as hungry fishes, 
and who feel the hook that bait covered tormenting 
them to this very day. 

Everjthing except experience seemed in favonr of 
these companies. It appeared feasible that co-operation 
should be better than individnal exertion; that if a 
small capitalist were able to make a profit, a great ca- 
pitalist, in the shape of a hnge body composed of an 
infinite number of agreeing parts, should be able to pay 
handsome dividends to each shareholder in the concem. 
The whole programme, indeed, was perfect; only hu- 
man experience protested against the idea of much ever 
being gained withont an enormous amount of personal 
exertion, and declared schemes which promised such 
retums without trouble, or large individual expenditure, 
contained of necessity the germ of failure, and bore on 
their faces unmistakeable marks of jobbery, and fraud. 

All men, however, refuse to believe the experience 
of others tili that experience has been verified by their 
own ; and therefore sensible men, wise and steady enough 
in the ordinary concems of life, went mad, as I have 
Said, at this juncture, and thought fortunes were to be 
made in an hour. 

By accident, I repeat, Percy Forbes leamed how 
Lawrence Barbour was mixed up with one of the ven- 
tures of that time -, how he was wasting his time and 
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strength and money in assisting Mr. Älwyn (who, hav- 
ing got a "backer," had retumed to Hereford Street) 
to form a board of directors, and get tbe Company, in 
whicb they were mutually interested, well before the 
country. 

Lawrence^s name did not appear in the prospectuses, 
bat bis father^s figured there instead; and at the time 
Percy Forbes ventured to remonstrate with Mr. Sondes' 
partner conceming bis imprudence, the younger man 
was chafing over Lord Lallard's refusal to permit bis 
name to appear on tbe direction. 

So confident had Lawrence feit of bis acquiescence 
that he promised Mr. Alwyn's backer faithfuUy to pro- 
cure Lord Lallard^s consent; and when he failed to 
fulfil that promise, naturally tbe capitalist said some 
hard tbings, to whicb Olivine's busband replied in kind. 
It was on tbe top of tbis interview Percy Forbes told 
bim the project was not thought well of by good people, 
änd advised bim to wash bis hands of companies alto- 
getber. 

"You have got into a very good position, Barbour," 
finished Percy; "and if you take my advice you will 
not jeopardise it by mixing yourself up, wiüi eitber 
Alwyn, or bis friends." 

Wbereupon Lawrence told Percy "to mind bis own 
business, and be banged to bim for an impertinent, of- 
ficious sneak." 

"You want me to remain a dependant and a beg- 
gar all my life, I suppose," be went on, gatbering anger 
as be spoke. "With men making fortunes about me, 
you would like to see me droning away my youth as 
you are doing! I am sick of it; and you can go and 
teil Mr. Sondes so, if you like. My God! if one is 
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never to have money or leisure tili one is old, what is 
the good of it ? What is the use of being in the world 
at all, if it is to be work, work, work, for a bare sub- 
sistence — for enough merely to keep body and soul 
togetber." 

"I sbould bave tbongbt you were making a good 
deal more than a bare subsistence," remarked Percy. 

"Tben I wish to Heaven you would quit tbinking 
of me and my concems at all," answered Lawrence. 
**I bave bad enougb of yonr meddling. Manage yonr 
own business and leave mine alone. Wben I come and 
ask you for money, it will be time enougb to give me 
advice. You have not made so mucb of your own 
cbances tbat you can alPord to tbrow stones at me. 
Considering I bave made my way, and tbat yours bas 
been made for you, I tbink the boot is pretty consider- 
ably on the other leg. Wben you do as well with your 
thousands as I have done with my noughts, you may 
preach if you like ; but tili then do not advise your 
betters." 

"I cannot do tbat tili I see them," was Percy's 
reply; and so the pair parted. 

Whetber Mr. Sondes guessed the nature of the busi- 
ness to which Lawrence devoted so mucb time, or 
whetber some kind friend imparted the Information to 
bim, Percy Forbes could never decide; but the result 
was tbat the sick man finally resolved on making such 
arrangements as would, so he expressed it, protect the 
Sugar Kefinery in the event of bis death. 

"I am not going to have the whole thing go to the 
dogs," he Said to Percy, wben he was at last able to 
sit up in bed and discourse about money matters. "If 
he likes to take bis own way, he shall not take it with 



182 THE KACE POR WEALTH. 

my capital. Send for my lawyer. I want to liave this 
anxiety off my mind; and teil Lawrence to retnm 
early this evening, for I want to speak to him par- 
ticularly." 

"I hope you will remember the doctor's caution, 
and not excite yourself," ventured Percy. 

"I am not going to excite myself; but I mean to 
teil Lawrence my intentions with regard to the Refinery. 
I wish, Forbes, you would consent to what I proposed 
last night. Yonr uncle, I am certain, could be in- 
duced to meet your views." 

"I cannot do it, sir," Percy said, a little stiffly. 

"But why? What possible objection can you 
raise?" 

"I should not like Barbour for a partner, and Bar- 
bour would not like me." 

"But he should like you," retorted Mr. Sondes. 

"Pardon me," answered Percy: "I think you are 
making a great mistake in this matter. Barbour is not 
a man to be driven — and excuse my saying that he 
deserves better treatment than to be driven. Some one 
has, I fear, been prejudicing you against him; but, be- 
lieve me — whoever that some one may be — he is as 
little your friend as he is Barbour's." 

"What would you have me do?" inquired Mr. 
Sondes, ignoring the latter portion of Percy's sentence. 

"I would have you all pull together," answered 
Mr. Forbes. "One mind in a house is a great power 
for good. If you and Barbour could mutually agree 
on the most desirable course to be pursued, you would 
find it infinitely better than playing at cross-purposes, 
as you are doing. Be fair wiöi him: teil him wjiat 
you fear; and consult him as to the best means of 



LAWBEKCE ENTRBATS. 183 

averting sucli a calamity. Beyond all, Mr. Sondes, re* 
member bis position cannot be a pleasant one." 

"In wbat way?" asked the sick man. 

"He is not bis own master; and to one of bis 
temper tbe role of Submission must prove at times 
ratber difficult." 

"I will recoUect tbat," said Mr. Sondes, wearily. 
"Send bim to me early, if 70a bappen to see bim at 
Goodman's Fields." 

But Percy preferred sending a messenger to risking 
a personal interview on sncb a subject He desired to 
keep out of tbe affair altogetber, and it was tberefore 
witb no litüe surprise, but ratber witb considerable an- 
noyance, be bebeld Lawrence enter bis room about ten 
o^clock tbe same evening, and beard bim say, "I bave 
just bad a talk witb tbe govemor, Forbes, and want 
to speak to you about it" 



CHAPTEB XL 

Lawrence Entreata. 

"Sit down," said Percy Forbes, in reply to bis 
visitor^s Observation, at tbe same time placing one of 
tbe uninviting cbairs covered in bair-dotb near tbe 
fire, in a little nervous burry wbicb contrasted strangely 
witb bis usual careless, collected manner. 

Tbe two men seemed to bave cbanged natures for 
tbe moment. 

"Tbank you, let me pull off my coat first," an- 
swered Lawrence, as coolly as possible; and be laid bis 
rough pilot-clotb outer garment on tbe sofa, and put 
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his hat on the top of it, before he came forward and 
availed himself of Mr». Forbes' politeness. 

"It is awfdlly cold," he remarked, holding his hands 
over the fire and then rubbing them' together; "and I 
don't know a walk I hate so mach as that firom Beach 
House here." 

"I prefer Eegent Street myself, certainly," an- 
swered Percy; "but these things are quite matters of 
taste." 

"Tes," agreed Lawrence; and he säte looking into 
the blaze for a minute without making any fdrther re- 
mark. Suddenly he lifted his eyes and, letting them 
ränge round the room, observed, "It seems stränge to 
be sitting in the old place again with the old people 
gone." 

"Old people, what do you mean?" inquired Percy, 
wonderingly. 

"I mean the hopes and the fancies and the dreams 
that used to sit opposite to me as you are sitting now; 
I mean the people we create for ourselves, and who 
are more our companions than actual flesh and blood 
can ever prove; I mean the men and the women who 
walk through a door without opening it; I mean that 
— I am an egregious egotist," finished Lawrence ab- 
rupdy, and he dropped his eyes on the fire once 
more. 

There are some persons in the world who love 
whatever they pity: Percy Forbes' afltections were very 
closely related to his sympathies. 

At that moment he liked Lawrence Barbour better 
than he had ever done, because he pitied him with all 
his heart and soul, — pitied him for his despairing 
look round the room, which had once been so füll of 
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happiness for him; where he had lived, while he loved 
with a hope of retnm; where he had worked for her 
sake, thoQght of her, bome the loss of her; — pitied 
him for his pale, wom face, for the anxions look in 
his ejes, for the fantastic confession he had just 
made. 

The one man feit irresistibly attracted to tlie other 
in that honr. He knew Lawrence was not an indivi- 
doal who wore his heart on his sleeve, and he valued 
his Spontaneons confidence accordingly. He had not ex- 
pected that the interview wonld even have commoncod 
with an approach to friendliness, and the tum the con- 
versation had taken was therefore gratifjring to him in 
the extreme. 

But withal he experienced a dif^culty in knowing 
exactly what to answer, and ventnred in his oxtromity 
to say — 

*^You are looking fagged. Are you ill, or is it tliis 
wretched weather?" 

"I am worried," was the reply. '*Exceptlng that, 
I am as well as ever I need hope to be. Do you re- 
member the first day that we met? I wisli that day 
had never been!" 

Now the way this sentence was constmcted caused 
Mr. Lawrence Barbour^s wish to appear personal; and 
imagining something of this kind, Percy Forbes dis- 
creetly held his tongne. 

Glad enongh he feit of his forbearance next moment, 
when Lawrence, raising his head, went on — 

"I do not say that, becanse I met you then, old 
fellow. Years ago I read a story in some ancient pe- 
riodical — Wilson's * Tales of the Borders' I think it 
must have been — about a woman who, believing in 
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*first footB,' thonght the first foot who crossed her 
Üireshold on New Year's moming unlucky, and behaved 
herseif rudely towards that individual. The story is 
Yftgae and shadowj in mj memory; but it came upon 
me as I crossed the bridge that you were my first foot 
on the threshold of a new life, and that I had demeaned 
myself towards you after the fashion of the woman I 
speak of." 

"I do not think you did," answered Percy; "but 
supposing it were so, what then?" 

"I recoUect asking you if you were my evil fate. 
I believe I have acted to you ever since as though you 
were something of the kind. To-night I began think- 
ing that you might perhaps be my good fate. It may 
be. Will you try?" and Lawrence laid his band on 
Percy's arm, while Percy, still nervous and constrained, 
asked, 

"What do you want? what is it you require?" 

"I will teil you," Lawrence answered. "Mr. Son- 
des begged me to retum to Beach House early this 
evening, as you know, and I did retum early. There 
he sat in your sanctum looking like a ghost; and it 
did not require any very great amount of faith to in- 
duce me to believe his first Statement, which was to 
the effect that he had not very long to remain in this 
World, that his disease was incurable, that it resolved 
itself into a mere question of time, and that consequently 
he desired to set his temporal afiEairs in order. All this 
can be no news to you. He teils me you have been 
in his confidence since before my marriage." 

Percy bowed his head in assent, and Lawrence 
proceeded. "Some one has been doing me a friendly 
tum with Mr. Sondes — telling him I have been cal- 
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ctdating on bis death — telling him falsehoods. Till 
to-night I thought tliat some one was you, Forbes; but 
now I know it to bave been our manager, wbo sball 
clear out of the Refinery to-morrow. This has notbing 
to do witb tbe matter in band, bowever. Mr. Sondes 
wants to place bis niece beyond tbe power of adverse 
trade, and so proposes not to leave bis sbare of tbe 
business eitber to ber or me, but to seil out now, and 
invest bis capital otberwise. He says be asked you to 
buy, but tbat you declined," Lawrence added; 

And Percy answered, "I did." 

"Well, I want you now to reconsider your deci- 
sion," went on bis visitor; "I want you to look at wbat 
we can offer, before you finally reject our proposition, 
It is a first-rate concem, it retums a bandsome profit, 
it need involve no work to you unless you like, it is 
sucb an opportunity as migbt never present itself to 
you again." 

"I bave not tbe necessary capital,^' said Percy 
Forbes, decidedly. 

"Mr. Sondes will be satisfied witb twenty tbousand 
pounds,'^ suggested Lawrence. 

"I bave not more tban ten tbousand pounds clear 
in tbe world, and tbat is invested," persisted tbe 
otber. 

"Now, Forbes, look bere," said Lawrence, decid- 
edly; "let US be piain one witb anotber. You bave 
refused tbis partnersbip for tbree reasons, Mr. Sondes 
teils me: one, because your capital is locked up; an- 
otber, because you would not like to be in business 
witb me*, and tbe tbird, because you tbink I sbould 
not like to be in business witb you. Are we rigbt so 
far?" 
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"Yes," agreed Forbes. 

"Well, you mistake my feolings. Beyond all other 
men I should like to have you for my partner — 
beyond all other men, that is, except Perkins; and if 
you agree to change your business, I will do my best 
to make it comfortable for you." 

"Andwhy sbouldl change my business?" demanded 
Perey Forbes. 

"Because you are but a junior partner at the Keach 
Works; because you get but a (comparatively) very 
small retum for your money; because you are not at 
the head of the firm; because you have to work harder 
than any labourer on the premises." 

"Anything eise?" askedPercy, as the other paused. 
He had risen during the course of the conversation, 
and was now standing in front of the fire, looking 
down upon Lawrence, who answered, 

"Because we all want you," and then sat silent 

"That is very kind," said Percy; "very kind, in- 
deed, of you all. Now, suppose, Barbour, we go back 
a little. There was a time when I did not know what 
to do with my money; when it seemed as stränge for 
me to have a few thousands and be clear of debt, as 
what it must to a rogue to be dropped in some stränge 
country where people pre-suppose him honest I then 
wanted to tum over a new leaf in my life. I meant 
fully to stick to the purpose I have since carried out. 
I intended to renounce äie pomps and vanities of a 
World which had led me a long way on my read to the 
devil, but I did not know what other road to travel. 
I carried about my thousands, begging some man to 
have mercy upon me; to put me into some way of 
eaming my bread and making those thousands many." 
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"I remember," said Lawrence; "but what of 
that?" 

"I Game in those days to Mr. Sondes, hoping witb 
all my heart and soul tbat he would take me into port. 
I sailed mj craft into bis East-End barbonr, and he 
unceremoniouslj tumed me out. He thoagbt I sbould 
make dacks and drakes of mj money; be fancied tbe 
Refinery was a kind of beaven far beyond tbe deserts 
of any poor struggling mortal like myself, and negatived 
by bis utter silence a proposition wbicb I never bad 
tbe beart to propose." 

"But be oflPered to take you into tbe cbemical busi- 
ness." 

"Yes, knowing I sbould refiise it," answered Mr. 
Forbes; "or in any case tbinking tbe money I sbould 
invest tbere would enable bim to put more into tbe 
Goodman's Fields concem. Tbougb I bad been an 
idler, Barbour, I still understood enougb of business to 
be up to tbat move; at all events, be would not bave 
me in tbe Refinery; you were tben tbe Kob-i-Noor of 
bis Imagination, and be did not care for a poor bit of 
clay like myself." 

"If be bad taken you into partnersbip tben " 

said Lawrence musingly. 

"It would bave made a difference in all our lives 
most probably," finisbed Percy; "but it is not of wbat 
migbt bave been we are.talking, it is of wbat was — 
of wbat actually bappened. He refased me; I bad to 
take my cattle to anotber market; and now, solely to 
please bis fancy and to save bim trouble, be wants me 
to witbdraw my capital from our firm, and transfer it 
to bis credit." 
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possessed a Single farthing. It would have been better 
for me — better by far. But as sbe has money I 
must speak of it; must sbow you to bow complete a 
cipber it reduces me; bow it cripples every move- 
ment and utterly destroys my bappiness and inde* 
pendence, so tbat yon may understand my position 
clearly." 

"I bave never tbongbt your position could be a 
pleasant one/' remarked Percy; "but still I do not 
tbink you make the best of it, or tbat you are quite 
just to Mr. Sondes. He only wants to secure bis niece 
against all cbance of poverty, and so to arrange big 
property now tbat be can leave it to wbom be cbooses, 
witbout tbe cbance of any unpleasantness after bis 
deatb. You bave no rigbt to expect bim to tbrow up 
tbe management of tbe business to you, witb tbe entire 
use of bis capital. If I married tbe daugbter of any 
of our people, I sbould be greatly surprised supposing 
tbe reins were tbrown to me. Wben you were first 
engaged to Mr. Sondes' niece you must bave known 
sbe would never like to leave ber uncle, and you could 
not bave been Ignorant also tbat a Joint establisbment 
is not so agreeable as separate bouses. You made tbe 
arrangement witb your eyes open, and if tbe arrange- 
ment has not answered your expectations, you bave 
nobody to tbank for it but yourself." 

" Tbat fact does not mend matters in the least," 
Said Lawrence» 

"True; but it ought to induce you to bear tbe 
difficulties your own act has entailed upon you pa- 
tiently," answered Percy; and there ensued a pause. 
Then Lawrence tumed back to tbe point wbence tbey 

•ted. 
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"Will you reconsider this," he said, "and come 
into the business as my partner?" 

"No," was the reply. "I cannot." 

"But why? — only teil me why. If your capital 
is locked up, we can make shift somehow. We can pay 
Mr. Sondes by mortgaging; leave me to manage that! 
We can take more out of ourselves, and infiise fresb 
blood and vigour into the concem. I teil you, Forbes, 
we two, you and I, could work the trade up to any- 
thing we liked in a few years' time." 

"And I teil you," answered Percy Forbes, "that I 
am not going to do it. You want to get me into the 
concem so that you may lord it over me — that you 
may have everything your own way — that. you may 
stand in Mr. Sondes^ shoes, and I in your present ones. 
You think you would get a pliable, yielding fool of a 
partner, ready to defer to your superior clevemess, to 
your greater business experience, willing to let you 
risk the money of the house in any speculation if you 
Said it promised to tum out profitably. You have comS^ 
here*to-night to try and talk me over, and you think 
you could talk me over in precisely a similar manner 
were we sailing in the same boat; but I teil ^ou *No' 
again. You may have me for a friend, if you like, 
but you won't have^ me for a partner." 

"Forbes" — it was Lawrence who spoke now, 
Lawrence, standing up and looking appealingly, entreat- 
ingly, withhis stränge dark eyes , in Percy's face — 
"youare all wrong; before Heaven, you are. I do 
not wonder at your thinking what you have just ex- 
pressed, but I will try to be frank. Ilard, as I said 
before, as it is to be frank, I will try. I came here 
to-night, not to talk you over, but to ask you U 
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Gill, but Gill is attached to Will, while Will, in bis 
tum, is dangling after Phyllis, who refuses to vouch- 
safe him a civil word. 

All this passed vagnelj throngh Lawrence^s mind as 
he thought of Olivine and bis own matrimonial mistake. 
He did not love bis wife, and he believed he never 
could love her. In no one respect had his marriage 
contributed either to his happiness or well-neing. He 
had not got money, or position, or comfort, or even 
peace. Olivine had her fortune, but it was so tied up 
as to be perfectlj useless to him; and now not even the 
business was going to be made over to him uncondi* 
tionally. He would have to pay for it: he must some- 
how raise money suMcient to purchase such a share as 
might place him on an equali^ with his new partner; 
and if any great capitalist came into the concem, Law- 
rence thought he must leave the refinery. "I never 
will be under any man again,'' he decided, and then 
he Said aloud, "But now, Forbes, to come to business. 
There is a chance for us both to make our fortnnes. I 
do not think two men ever before had such an open- 
ing if we only choose to avail ourselves of it There 
is the refinery in füll work — there are the customers 
forming a steady well-paying connectioni Mr. Sondes 
is willing to let us have the lease and goodwill and 
plant for twenty thousand pounds, and he wishes also 
to part with the half-share in the Distaff Yard concem 
for seven thousand pounds, which would place Mr. Per- 
kins on an equal footing with any new partner. I 
merely mention the Distaff Yard afiEkir incidentally, be- 
cause I know you would have nothing to do with it 
The 'Eagle' Sugar Refinery is, however, quite a dif- 

nt matter. I know what the concem could be made 
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to pay, If we wer 6 once masters tbere, able to äo aa 
we liked, and push the trade along', I for one would 
not chang-e places with any duke in tbe land." 

"You will not find auy difficulty in proeuriDg a 
partner/* Percj remarked at tLia juncture. 

"Yes, I shall," aoswered Lawrence, "tmlesa you 
agree to sail in tiie same boat with me, For one 
thing, Mr* Sondes wonld not make the teroia so good 
to other people ; for another, there are very few I could 
work with* for a third, I do not inten d ever again to 
take all the kicks and let a capitallst pocket all the 
halfpence. I have worked treniendouäly, and I want 
in the fptiire to see some result frora all my lahour, 
just aa yon must be beginning to desire a li^ger profit 
out of the EeacU Works.'' 

**I am quite eatisfied witb my sbare," answered 
Percy. 

**Pooh, tnanP^ retorted Lawrence, "you could never 
persuade me of the gentiiBenesB of that etatement 
There are you, wotking like a horse from morning tili 
night, with ten thousand pounds in tbe concem; and 
with first-rate buBiness capabilities, only drawing a 
raanager*© salary out of th© firm," 

**Who told you that?'' demanded Percj. 

^*Mr. Sondee; but how he knew, I cannot teil yon. 
He Said, *Forbes is only getting about ten per cent, 
for bis money^ though he elaYo» away in thoae worka 
Uke a common labourer/ Now, auppoae your people 
were to jail?'' 

**E3CCEse me, but I would ratber not ww 
thing of the kind," interrupted the eider 

"Very natural; but, suppose at tha * 
aeven, er eight years, there came a stn 
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ten thousand pounds went down with the ship, shonld 
you consider you had meanwliile got any equivalent 
out of the concem in ihe shape of position, or ease, 
or pleasure daring that time? You are a complete 
ciplier, you are an utter slave. You have put your 
thousands into a business which did not need Üiem, 
and the natural consequönce of that is, your thousands 
are an overplus, and would simply, did any failure oc- 
cur, go without leaving a trace behind." 

"I cannot foUow your argument," Percy obserred. 

'^ Why, look here, it is as piain as possible; if you 
put ten thousand pounds into plant and goodwill, and 
a concem in which you have a voice, if anyüung hap- 
pens to the house you are connected with, äxere is still 
the plant and lease, and one piece of property or an- 
other. In its way, the business is like a freehold, or, 
rather, in that case, it resembles a house, which a man 
takes and fumishes from top to bottom. If he lose the 
fumiture under ihose circumstances, he knows how 
and why it goes; but suppose he Aunishes a room in 
another person^s house, and the brokers come in? Then 
he loses all his property without ever having incurred 
a debt himself , just as you would go down with your 
firm, though you have drawn so little out of it. In a 
Word, you do not share in the prosperity as you would 
in the adversily. Do you follow me?*' 

"I think so," was the reply. **Go on." 

^*It might have been all very well at first," pro- 
ceeded Lawrence; "but if I were in your shoes, I 
should not sit down contented with such a position for 
life. I should expect to see something mueh more like 
twenty-five per cent. thau ten out of any business I 
had to do widi; and I should want not merdy to 
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pocket that percentage, bnt also to go on inereasing 
1117 trade and premises, and plant, year by year. I have 
no fancy for grnbbing. on for ever. I sbould desire, 
as time went by, to see properties in übe conntry, and 
bonses in town, belonging to me. For a man wbo is 
willing to work to rest satisfied with a sabordinate 
post is beyond my comprebension. Of conrse yon caa 
do as you like. I do not wish to nrge you beyond a 
certain point; but I am confident, if yon refuse this 
offer and let sucb an opportenity slip out of yonr 
fingers, you will only regret your decision pnce, and 
that will be always." 

Tbere was a pause after tbis, during the con*- 
tinuance wbereof, Percy beat a tattöo on the table, 
and Lawrence watcbed the expression of bis face anx- 
iously. 

^'I am satisfied the opening is all you say,** re- 
marked the eider man, at last; ^'but I cannot avail 
myself of it. I would rather, even though ihe profit 
be smaller, remain at Eeach House.*' 

"You may remain at the Reach Works," said Law^ 
rence, wbo had been keeping back bis last piece of in- 
formation tili such time as he could discharge it with 
effect; "but I do not think you will remain very long 
at Reach House." 

"And why sbould I not?" inquired Percy. 

"Because one of your seniors has taken a fancy he 
would like it for one of bis sons-in-law. There is a 
gentlemaÄ connected with your firm wbo does nothing, 
except draw a tremendous lot of money out of the coa- 
cem every year, is there not?" 

"Yes. I have never seen him but twice, though; 
he lives somewhere down in the West o^ ^\i5Ö'3ssÄ.> 
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Yon do not mean he wishes to put any of bis familj 
in Seach House?" 

"That is precisely what I do mean," replied Law- 
rence. "It appears one of Ms danghters haa made a 
mdaalUance^ and instead of shipping the yonng people 
ofiP to Australia, he contemplates banishing them to the 
Isle of Dogs. Yon will hear abont it within a month, 
and then remember my prophecy." 

"How the deuce, Barbour, do yon contrive to ob^ 
tain all this Information?" demanded Percy Forbes. 
In answer to which qnestion Lawrence langhed, and 
Said there were more ways of killing a dog than hang- 
ing him. 

"Fact is," he went on, "your thpnsands are a mere 
bagatelle in the capital of the Reach Works Company. 
They think no more of them than a father does .of the 
hoard in bis child's money-box. Come to me, Forbes," 
he added, persnasively. "We can raise money on the 
lease and plant to-morrow to pay off Mr. Sondes; we 
can cut things close for a year or two; we can pnsh 
the bnsiness as it has not been pushed for this many a 
long day past; we can work together." ^ 

"No," interposed Percy, "that is just what we 
could not do." 

"Then it would be your fault if we could not," 
answered Lawrence; "for I think I could work with 
the devil, and agree with him too, if I saw my interest 
in doing so. Come, you shall dictate your termd, and 
I will abide by them; you shall choose your own de- 
partment, and I will never meddle with it; or other- 
wise we will work heart and soul together, having one 
common end in view — wealth, not a mere beggarly 
competence — " 
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"What is competenc«?" asked Mr. Forbes. 

^^Always a little more than you have/* answered 
Lawreoce, promptly; **wealüi^ on tbe coatrary, ii a 
great deal niore tban yoa want." 

"I do not care for wealth," remarked Percj, though 
in his lieart Iie did cars for it very much indeed, 

**Yon will not say that always," repüed tli© youn^er 
man: "thers comea to most a day when wealth seema 
very desirable indeed, when the tiinga money can buy 
look very beaatiful banging in tbe sbop-windows of 
lifo; when gold is wanted to aecnro reapect, to employ 
lebure, to soctb sickiiesa, to make bealtb morö enjoy- 
able still, You hav© not been a Spar tan alwaya, 
neitber will you remain onö for ever* Wben you 
marry and ba¥6 a tribe of cbildren, you will want 
money to clotbe, edueate, and pnt tbem oi]tt in tbe 
World. You will desire luxuries for your wife — " 

"I shall never marry," Percy remarked. 

**You tbink so now, but you will tbink differently 
hereafter, You will tire of a eolitary life aa I did; 
you will meet some one you fancy you would like to 
bave waiting for you in your own bome — " 

*'Don't, Barbonr, don^tT* tjie otber entreated, and 
Lawrenco beld bis peace. 

**Why do you not take the wbolo conc^m on your 
owü sboulders?" aaked Percy , after a sbort sUence^ 
revertiDg to tbe original subject of conYersation. "It 
seems to me, witb your tenaper, witb your capabilities, 
witb your erperience, and your pusb, tbat course would 
b© far and away tbe best for r -inrsue.*^ 

**No," Lawrence replie ess requirea 

two people to attend to it t*door and 

anotber for tbd in; one to mey and 
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another after the goods. If I took it, I mtist either 
depend on my own individual exertions or eise tmst 
too mach to the care and honesty of a mahager. t 
should not like to do that Even if I were perfecUy 
streng and sound, it would scarcely answer for a large 
concem like that to hang on one man's health; and as 
matters stand, it wonld be perfect madness for me to 
attempt anything of the kind. No, jovl mnst come orer 
to Goodman^s Fields, Forbes; there lies the tme 
El Dorado for both of us." ' 

But Percy shook his head. 

"I am not going to take 'No' for an answer, re- 
member," declared Lawrence, rising. "You will think 
the matter over, and try to get rid of yonr prejndice 
ägainst mer you shall make yonr own terms, as I said 
before, and I will agree to them, provided they be at 
all within the bonnds of reason. I do not want you to 
do anything in a hurry. Just consider the whole ques- 
tion calmly and dispassionately, and then take your 
uncle^s opinion on it; after that, decide. Meantime, all 
I have to observe further is, I hope you will agree to 
let US take ship together. If you do, and that you are 
not comfortable, it won't be my fault." 

"You know I detest specülation," remarked Mf. 
Forbes; "that I distrust all companies, and promoterSi 
and — " 

"Make your mind easy on that score," was the 
reply. "If once I were in partnership with ytm, I 
would stick to my own business and attend to none 
other. Though I have dabbled in companies, it has 
only been because I wanted to get money on my own 
account somehow^ to be independent alike of my wife*8 
%riune and of Mr. Sondes. You cannot blame me for 
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tLat: you have acknowledged yonrself, my position 
must be a deucedly disagreeable one." 

"Are you going to Eeach House now?" asked 
Percy, a little irrelevantly, as it might have seemed to 
a bystander. 

"No," answered Lawrence, wbo immediately caugbt 
tlie drift of tbe question; "I shall sleep at Stepney, for 
I bave to be in the City early to-morrow moming, 
and if s sncb a deuce of a way from the Isle of Dogs." 
Nevertheless , spite of this reply, when Lawrence 
emerged from the etd de s(ie in which Mrs. Pratting's 
house was situated into the main street, he tnmed to 
bis right instead of to bis lefb, and pursued bis read 
across tbe bridges, instead of striking np to the left, 
towards Stepney. 

"I changed my mind," he said to Percy Forbes 
next moming, "and sent a note into the City, which 
did nearly as well as going myself. I thought Olivine 
might feel nncomfortable without me, in case her uncle 
was taken worse through tbe night*" 

"How is Mr. Sondes?" Percy inquired. 

"I believe he is a littie better. I have scarcely 
seen bim, however; for he was in bed by the time I 
got back from yonr place." 

And this Statement was perfectly correct. Law- 
rence had scarcely seen Mr. Sondes; bnt the pairfound 
time, nevertheless, to exchange two sentences. 

"Has he consented?" asked the sick man. 

"No, but he will," replied Lawrence; and Mr. 
Sondes feil asleep comforted. 

Both knew that when once a man begins to deli- 
berate, he is as far on the read towards yielding as a 
w^ ^eclared to be under similar circum8taiL<!fiÄ\ 
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ihey feit confident that if the seed of even partial con- 
▼iction could once be sown, the plant and the fruit 
wonld soon spring to life. 

Indeed, äiere was everything in favonr of the 
change, and verj little to be urged on the other side; 
bnt the word which perhaps tomed the scale was spoken 
in due time by Olivine. 

"What is this I hear Lawrence saying about your 
going into partnership with him? Have you de- 
cided? Is it really true? I should be glad — so 
thankfol I It would be such a pleasure and comfort to 
my uncle." 

"And you, Mrs. Barbour?" he asked. 

"OhI it would be a pleasure to me, of course," 
she answered. "You have been such a friend to us, 
you have been so good and kind; I do not know what 
we should do were you by any accident to drift out 
of our lives , and be separated from us. Often I have 
dreaded that;.but if you go into partnership with Law- 
rence it could never happen; could it?" 

It could never happen in any case, he thought; 
but he prudently kept bis opinion to himself. Ah, 
heaven! there is a time when children cease crying 
for the moon ; but the child grown to manhood would 
scarcely rest content never to see the moonlight, for 
all that. 

To Percy Forbes, Olivine was now as unattainable 
as the Queen of Night is to the child; but he could not 
even contemplate the possibility of never again behold- 
ing her with composure. 

And yet she was always trying bis self-command ; 
always making some speech which tempted him almost 
beyond his endurance; always Coming to consult him 
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aboQt this little trouble, or th&t impending aorrow; 
ftlways äiDging a raj of suiisbiii6 across bis patb , onlj, 
m it seeibed to Percj, to leave it in ^eater darkness 
tbs next moment. A bundred times be told bim seif be * 
waa certaiti one day to speak Bome word^ or make 
Bome sign wbicb would frighten her awaj, and put 
tbe consciousness of evil between tbem; bnt yet be 
lacked resolution to leave her^ to go wbere tbose sweet 
eyes could never look upon bim, wher© he could növer 
feel the soft touch of her hand^, nor hear the low musio 
of her voice. The man was bopelessly in love witli 
her — more in love witb her since her öiarriage tban 
be had ever been hefore — and yet he lacked conrage 
to tear himself away! Besides which, had be not pro* 
inised Mr. Sondes to be her fr iend for ever, to stand 
between hei and barm, should härm in tbe future ap- 
proaeh her? 

Faithful and true aa he bad heen to Olivine'a mother, 
Mr. Sondes expected Percy Forbes to be faithful to 
bis niece. He had loved bis bretber's wife so mneb 
that all personal love, all selEsh feelings, all despair^ 
ing passions were wiped out of bis heart He would 
as soon have thought of making love to a divinity ai 
to the firsi Olivine wheti she was onee Ms sister-in-law, 
aud that wbich he had done he thought it poBSJble for 
anotber to do also. He forgot that in bis own case the 
bond of near relatioDsblp bad interposed one insupera- 
ble obstacle botb to bope, and to temptation. He 
never remembered in wbat different positions Lawrence 
Barbour and Percy Forbes atood to one anotber to tbat 
ocenpied hy bis brotber and blmself» It did not occur 
to bim that in tbe one case marriage was as possible 
as in had been impossible. ^binkin^ ^t 
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almost every other conceivable danger which eöulcl 
eome to bis niece, the peril of such close associatiou 
to her, and the temptatioii to which it exposed a man 
like Percy Forbes, slipped his memory altogether. In 
business he had every facnlty awake; but in a matter 
like this he was utterly blind. 

Even when Percy Forbes told him of the power of 
fascination Mrs. Gainswoode still exercised over Law- 
rence — even when he implored Mr. Sondes to keep 
his nieöe's husband out of the way of temptation — 
even when he asked him "where he could have lived 
all his life not to know Lawrence had never ceased 
being fond of Etta," — even when, out of the passion 
and sorrow of his own heart, he pleaded the tempta- 
tions and spoke of the peril to which another man was 
exposed — even then, I say, Mr. Sondes failed to 
see that if there were in the one case danger to Law- 
rence Barbour, there was in Üie other, dangw to Percy 
Forbes. 

Percy himself was not deceived, however. By the 
watch he had to keep on his face, by the guard he 
was compelled to place on his tongue, by the almost 
irresistible Impulse he feit at times to clasp Olivine to 
his heart and teil her all his misery, all his love — 
he knew his position was anything rather than one of 
öafety — but yet, though the struggle was fierce, 
though the battle began anew each day, though he 
liever dsLiieA withdraw a sentinel, he elected to fight on. 

Better to stay within sight of that fair land, sur* 
rounded by enemies, camped among foes, than to 
retreat into the outer darkness of a country far away 
from her. 

No child was he playing with fire, running his 
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£ii§ar äloDg brigbt weapons, imaware of their Bliarp- 
nesB l He knew tbe danger , and he faeed it ; thereiö . 
lay bis securitj; never once did he shut bis eyes to j 
the advance of the troops of evil ; never once did he 1 
lie down and let hie saul take her sieep while the powem | 
of darkness compassed bim round ahout. 

"I cai\ keep the knowledge from her," he tbought; 
"and Bö long as I am able to do tbat, what doea it 
matter about me?'' 

"The old story, friends! the eld sad storj" common I 
to all humanity; of one taking upon bim in bis soll* 
tary strength to keep at bay the legions of hell; of oa^j 
promking to bis own soul to perform a task heyond | 
bis capacity; the old story of parleying with sin and 
temptationj mstead of fleeing from both^ of hnn gering 
and thirsting after the heaaty, and purity, and aweet- 
ness, and grace of a wonian whom he onght to have 
cast out of bis tbought^ for ever. 

Daily by her unconsciousness sbe stahbed bim to 
tbe beart ; a common tmä^ry wonld , Percy often de«* ] 
cided, have been eaaier to bear tban the beavy bürden 
whicb pressed on bis Shoulders alone. If he couldl 
onee have said to her» ^^ 

" My darling, I will go, becaaBe I cannot mn the 
risk of dragging you down from tbe heigbt wbere you 
stand," — he migbt have left her, he Üiought; bnt a^ 
it was, so it was^ he wonld not teil her, and it never 
entered her mind to conceive the torture ehe was ia- 
Eicting I 

She never knew, aa s md on bis arm I 

to seeond her reqnest, h bim to refraiik] 

from covering it with abe never] 

imagined tili long, len made 
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stand for a moment stiU and silent, ere lie answered 
her appeal. All she nnderstood then was, sbe had 
carried her point, and that, from thenceforih, as she 
thonght, Percy^s interests and those of her husband 
were to be nnited. 



CHAPTER XIIL 

Ada Perkins. 

DüRiNG all the time occapied at Reach House by 
Mr. Sondes* illness, Lawrence Barbonr*s anxiety, and 
Percy Forbes' irresolution, the honsehold in Distaff 
Tard were in a State of high fever conceming "Ada's 
young gentleman,^' such being the mode in which Mrs. 
Perkins was in the habit of referring to the favonred 
individual who had aspired successfully to the hononr 
of Walking out with her daughter. 

Begarding lovers for a moment as fishes, it may be 
said they are often as difficult to land as they are easy 
to hook. Supposing the fish itself willing to be dragged 
to the shore matrimonial, there is generally a stem 
parent, or cautious guardian holding it back, and 
Btriving to keep the innocent from ihe fate which 
threatens it 

From the earliest ages the love of two unsophis- 
ticated natures has always seemed displeasing in the 
eyes of some calculating looker-on. Now it is the 
maiden who might, to the thinking of some people, be 
improved upon; now it is the swain who scarcely 
reaches the regulation Standard of desired merit 

"Since the time when that foreign Ringes daughter 
eould not get the man of her *art, and went mad aad 
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took a fancy, poor dear, to an ass," — thuB Mrs. Perkins 
discoursed conceming the beroine of the ^'Midsummer 
Night's Dream." "Since then," proceeded the lady, 
"the course of true love never have ran smooth, and it 
is not to be expected as our Ada wonld find her road 
strewed with roses and lilies, so to speak, and di£Eerent 
from the ways of other people. I am sure when Mr. 
Perkins was a-looking i^er me the language my mar 
nsed abont him was dreadful, in a manner speaking, 
all along of an elderly gentleman who lived private 
and had house-property at Plaistow, and would have 
hiing me with diamonds, as the saying is, if Pd 'ave 
had kept Company with him. So, Mrs. Jackson, thongh 
Ada has got a good education and caii play on tibe 
pianner, which I never could, and speaks French beauti- 
ful, and writes so fine that neither me nor her par can 
read a word of it, still she musn't set herseif to be 
above the troubles others have had before her, and as 
I teils her, youVe time enough yet to bring the bnrden 
of a family on you; and nothing can be more genteel 
and attentive than young Mr. Seeves, and if you'll just 
have patience, his papa and yoors will setüe matters 
to the mutual satisfaction of all parties, and you'll have 
a nice nest-egg when you begin house-keeping, and 
your husband will be on his own account instead of 
being at the beck and call of a certain gentleman as 
shall be nameless, which was the case with your poor 
par, when him and me became acquainted." 

"Lord, how you de rnn on, Mn. Perkinsi*' observed 
Mrs. Jackson. "AinH it two kimdied and fifkj Ümt 
theyVe feil out about?" - 

"If you like to call it ftlUi^ oo* 1 
when everyihixig is as o oia ift WI^ 
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anybody could wish, you may; only all I have got to 
say is, that the way Mr. Eeeves comes and smokes bis 
pipe in our parlour while the yonng folks are out 
feeding the chickens and Walking about the yard is 
qoite a pictore, and better nor many that is sent to the 
Äcademy; at least, so Mr. Forbes told me the other 
day, for I don't know much about the exhibitions my- 
self; says he, — *Mrs. Perkins, it is a thousand pities 
Mr. Reeves don^t get hisself drawed, for he would make 
an artist's fortune.' " 

"What kind of chickens may yours be that needs 
feeding in the dark?" asked Mrs. Jackson, harping 
back to the incautious Statement made by her friend, 
and compelling her to give evidence thereupon. 

"TheyVe Spanish, ma'am," retorted Mrs. Perkins, 
with some indignation — "Spanish; which Mr. Seeves 
brought over a-setting of in a basket one evening, and 
one large grey Dorking has hatched nine out of the 
thirteen — which nine eat as much as a child wauld 
do. I suppose it is so long since you were a-courting 
that you cannot remember the time when you were 
glad to make an excuse even of a dumb animal to get 
a Word with your young man; but it's different with 
me; IVe got the feelins of a mother,. and gives them 
the chance of an odd minute wheneTer I can.*' 

"But you needn't wake the hens out of their first 
sleep to do that, need you?^' asked Mrs. Jackson; at 
which stage of the conversation Ada making h^ ap- 
pearance upon tjbe scene, and being put by her modier 
in possession of the position, obsenred with a tow .^ 
her head, "that if some people who could affordi bcMff 
chose to content themselves with a single sittingHfo&m« 
and a house whiore every sentence spoJk^ 19.^ j 



ADA PEREINS. 225 

can be lieard in the cellar, other people must go where 
they were able to talk over their arrangements. And, 
indeed," proceeded Miss Ada, "I told him no later 
than last Sunday when we were Walking past Beaoh 
HoTise, in the aftemoon — once chnrch in tibe day 
being enough for me — that if him and his father did 
not make up their minds soon it wonld be too late, 
becanse I did not mean wasting my time for ever, 
waiting for an old stupid to give his consent There 
are plenty more in the world just as good as him, and 
so I Said." 

"For shame, Ada!" exclaimed Mrs. Perkins, con- 
templating her first-bom with matemal admiration, 
though she considered it proper to rebuke the maiden 
for jeopardising her chance of making a good settle- 
ment. "For shame, Ada! it is really unreasonable the 
way you do go on at that young man, as would marry 
you to-morrow and be glad to do it without -a rag to 
your back, if only his papa would let him. And a 
nicer genteeler lover I will say you could not desire, 
nor one as has a sweeter taste in neck-handkerchiefs." 

"I do not know about that," answered Ada, taking 
off her bonnet while she spoke, and giving her curls a 
shake, looking all the time, as Mrs. Jackson subse- 
quently confided to her husband, "more upsetting than 
any girl I ever did see." 

"His ties are all very well in their way, but we 
met Mr. Forbes just on this side the bridge, and he 
had on a scarf something worth talking about. I never 
saw anything so beautiful, except in an outfitter's 
window, before, and he had it fastened with a pin that 
would have made your eyes ache — I could not take 
mine off it — and I got a good look, too, for I sto^^ed 

The Race for Wealth, IL ^^ 
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to ask him about Mr. Sondes and Olivine. He apolo- 
gised for hurrying by, saying he did not like to in- 
terrupt so agreeable a tete-ä-tete^ and 'Any got quite 
red and confused, and could not or would not speak a 
Word, so I answered that, *if he thought me and Mr. 
Beeves had anything agreeable to talk about, he was 
very much mistaken.' " 

Whereupon Mrs. Jackson declared Ada was the 
"sauciest girl she knew," and Mrs. Perkins asked her 
what Mr. Forbes said to that 

"He said, *Then, Miss Perkins, rumour has as 
usual exaggerated facts. I had the pleasure of hearing 
and believing long ago you were about making Mr. 
Beeves one of the happiest men alive,' and with that," 
proceeded Ada, "he lifted his hat to 'Arry, who first 
stood on one foot and then on the other, and nodded 
like an idiot, tili I could have boxed his ears." 

"You see what other people think of her," remarked 
Mrs. Perkins, in an exulting aside to Mrs. Jackson. 

"It's such as Mr. Forbes as makes fools of girls," 
muttered Mrs. Jackson, indignantly, while Ada went on. 

"*That's the kind of man I admire,' I says to 
'Arry, when we got on the bridge; one that knows 
what to do, and what word to speak wherever he is, 
or whoever he meets.' 'If you have a taste for marry- 
ing your grandfather, and think you can get him,' 'Arry 
bursts out, 'don't let me stand in your way.' 

" 'As for that,' I said, 'my grandfather, as you call 
him, is only fourteen years older nor me.' 

"'Oh!' he says; 'you seem to know all about Ina, 
even to the colour, I suppose, of the dress he woM 
when he was short-coated.' He was just mad vnttt . 
jealousy, so I brought him down a bit, telling him luhi( 
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Mrs. Gainswoode told me, 'Lor,' she said, 'I have 
known Percy Forbes since I was so high. There's 
just three years' difference between us in age. You can 
ask her, if you like,' I went on, *wheii I take you to 
Hereford Street; she invited me to bring you there the 
first time she was in town.' " 

"Never?" exclaimed Mrs. Jackson, interrogatively. 
There were bounds to her credulity, and the notion of 
Mrs. Gainswoode requesting Miss Perkins to call, out- 
stripped those bounds. 

"Never!" repeated Ada. "I suppose you don't 
think," she added, with an impudent laugh, "we are 
grand enough for Mrs. Gainswoode; but if we ain't, 
some of our relations are." 

"Ada!" Said Mrs. Perkins, entreatingly. 

"Well, I am sure, mä, you have said the same 
thing yourself a hundred times. Anybody with half 
an eye might see that. Do you think Mrs. Gainswoode 
would have asked herseif to my wedding if it had not 
been for the chance of meeting Lawrence Barbour?" 

"Then I hope and trust you won't have her, Mrs. 
Perkins!" exclaimed Mrs. Jackson; "and that dear 
young wife of his a-going to bring an innocent child 
into the world and all. Don't for any sake, Mrs. 
Perkins, have her in your house; a baggage I always 
said she was, and a baggage she'll be to the end." 

"Ain't Lawrence old enough and ugly enough to 
take care ofhimself?" cried out Miss Ada; "andOlivine 
is no such simpleton as you imagine, either. ^Let me 
know when your maxriage is to take place,' she said, 
the veiy ll| %w her, ^for I intend to come to 

k'/ «od i *QS q,uite tight, and she clasped 
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her hands together tili I could see she left the mark of 
her nails in them/^ 

"God help her!" ejaculated Mrs. Jackson. 

"Well, she was always a stuck-np piece," answered 
Mrs. Perkins, "and I am certain that beautifiil chapter 
the curate read us out the other Sunday, about pride 
going before a fall, was quite true. I thought at the 
time of Olivin e, and the way she used to hold herseif 
above my children, and that, perhaps, her husband not 
caring for her might be a judgment for it after all." 

"Don't talk that way, Mrs. Perkins, — youVe 
girls of your own," remonstrated her Mend. 

"Yes, but I'm thankfnl to say my girls is very 
different from what Olivine ever was, and theyVe 
been differently brought up, I'll be bound. Now, she 
could not dam a stocking was it ever so." 

"And I'll be bound I'U never dam a stocking when 
I'm married, let it be ever so," added Miss Ada; which 
remark drew a severe rebuke down upon her from 
head-quarters, and an Observation to the effect that 
perhaps the day might come when she would be glad 
to have any stockings to mend. 

"ril go after that, I think," remarked Ada; "I'm 
not likely to hear better to-day," and she rose to leave 
the room, knocking down a chair in her progress, and 
pursued by Mrs. Jackson with — 

"Mind my advice, and don't torment Mr. Reeves 
too much, or you may lose him altogether." 

"Let him go," retorted Ada; "there are as good 
fish in the sea as ever came out of it." 

"Yes, but perhaps not for you to catch," returned 
Mrs. Jackson, vho was wont in the bosom of her 
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family to speak of that Ada Perkins as "perfectly 
odious." 

"And whatever that there young Reeves, as really 
is a quiet, respectable man, can see in her to make 
him take on as he does, is a perfect puzzle,'^ added 
the soap-boiler's wife. "He is just inveterate about 
her," the meaning of which last sentence it is not for 
me even to attempt to explain. 

"Perhaps it is her money, my dear," suggested 
Mr. Jackson. "A thousand pounds is a very snng 
thing for a wife to bring her husband. It is not every 
one as has that much." 

"You needn't be giving any of your side-wipes at 
me, Mr. J.," exclaimed his better-half. "If I did not 
bring you much money, I brougfft you what was more 
to the purpose — a quiet, managing wife, not taken 
up with fal-lals, nor wearing her hair in curls all 
round, that it would take half a day to comb out. It 
would not surprise me any minute to hear the match 
was broken oflF. 1 know if I was Mr. Reeves I would 
not stand her goings-on, that I would not." 

But for all the tide of Mrs. Jackson's good opinion 
set so strongly against Ada Perkins, Mr. Henry Reeves 
remained constant to the lady of his choice — constant 
as the needle to the pole. 

Nature understands such matters better than we do, 
it may be concluded; for certainly in some ranks hus- 
bands offer themselves for the acceptance of young 
ladies of the Ada Perkins stamp, in a manner which 
to ordinary understandings is incomprehensible. 

The hats, the hair, the sweeping feather, the im- 
menfiA #»i-!«AHnes, the short petticoats, the gilt earrings, 
4e », the forward address., the. ^x^^^^sx^ 
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manner, the assured walk, the mixture of red and blue 
tbat such girls alwajB afiect in their dress, form to the 
minds of some men an ideal of perfect grace and 
beauty. 

The very showiness of the creature fulfils their 
notion of absolute perfection. They like the tatU 
ensemhle of short jackets, looped-up skirts, striped petti- 
coats, enormous hoops, light hair, scarlet, or blue, er 
mauve, or green feather, small hat, clear complexion, 
and pink cheeks, which attract the attention of öther 
men of their own Standing in society, and they go in 
to possess it, just as they might be tempted to enter a 
shop and purchase something which caught their fancy 
through the glass. 

Have you never^ Walking through London, wo*i- 
dered to yourself who buys the bonnets, the dresses, 
the shawls, the flowers, the ribbons, the valentines, the 
jewellery, the huge tiecklaces, the tremendous Albert 
chains, the astonishing studs, the heavy rings and 
trashy brooches, set with worthless stones and coloured 
glass, that are exhibited at every step? 

And yet these things are simply got up to supply 
a demand. They suit a certain populär taste much 
better than simplicity or pure art, or the most exquisite 
production of the craftsman and designer could do by 
any possibility. 

A great coloured print, with lots of blue sea and 
green cliflPs, and a few children in scarlet petticoats 
scattered about, elicits admiration, where the finest 
engraving, the most perfect painting, might be ex- 
hibited in vain; and, in like manner, a girl of Ada 
Perkins' appearance was sure to attract admiration in 
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her Qwn rank as soon m Ehe appeared a candidate for 
aucb attßntioDS. 

Plentj of jQtjTi^ men came dan^ling afler hßr. 
She iras rauch gazed at in church» and raany stricken 
Bwains werc in th© habit of loitering ronnd tbe door of 
9i Anne^s, on the chanco of exchanging a word with 
her wben ehe came fortb from tbat clmrch. 

Mr. Reeves hn&w perfeetlj well tbere were otbers 
waiting to stiatcb bis prize from bim — - otbers who 
envied bim tbe privilege of Walking ont witb Ada, 
danghter of Josiah Perkins; and the dday irberewitb 
that young' lady twitted bim originated entirely at 
bead- quarters ^ and not in tbe slightest disincHuation 
on tbe part of tb© bridegroom elect to run bis bead 
into tbe matrimonial noose. 

To bim Ada was tbe realisation of bis ideal of a 
fine-looking girL He cons idered her appearance **dis- 
tiuguisbed /' ber manners *^superiar.*^ Offer a child a 
fourpenny-piece or a pennj, and it takes tlie largest 
and, to its comprebeTisionj tbe most precions coin* 
Kature sends women of all sorts into tbe world to be 
admired and wooed and won, and tkougbt perfection 
by men of all sorts, What would you? A ßmart 
honsemaid eould not fall in distraetmg attention from 
Venus, were Teuus to go out and try her cbance 
among tbe eligible young men who walk abroad on 
Sunday aftemoons and evenings, Bpeaking of a very 
diffierent snbject, an American writer puts this same 
matter before one v^**^ «aötiy. *^j;g there not niany a 
man/' she asks, *^1 4s tbrÜl to tbe notes of 

'Yankee Doodle,^ ^ t sit calm and impas- 

sive under *Casta 

While tbe y< love, tbe ^arecta 
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discoorsed about money. While the maiden and her 
affiaDced talked conceming tbeir future home, where 
they were to be all in all to one another,- and where 
the fumitnre was to be "spick and span new," to 
qnote Ada's expression, and covered in green, with 
yellow gimp and tasseis to match, Mr. Perkins and 
Mr. Reeves were settling how that home was to be 
maintained and the fumitore paid for. 

The bride's fortnne has been a point of disagree- 
ment for many a Century, among persons whose brides 
were possessed of any dowry whatsoever, and it was 
conceming the few hundreds which happened to be the 
cause of dispute between Messrs. Keeves and Perkins 
that Ada^s mother made the remark anent the course of 
true love, duly chronicled in the commencement of 'Uns 
chapter. 

During the period while this negociation was 
pending, Mrs. Perkins' State of mind entitled her to 
the extremest compassion. Most eamestly she desired 
to see Ada "in a home of her own." She looked for- 
ward with pleasant anticipations to the time when she 
and the juvenile members of the Perkins house would 
all go over in the summer evenings to drink tea with 
Ada at Old Ford. She babbled about green fields, 
utterly innocent that Falstaff had done the same thing 
before her; . she stimulated the imaginations of the 
younger children by placing before them visions of 
buttercups and daisy-chains that were to be gathered 
and manufactured in the fields lying round and about 
" sister Ada's beautiful house where she is to live when 
she is Mrs. 'Enery Reeves." She would have sacrificed 
much to make these dreams realities, but at the same 
time those odd hundreds seemed to be a very terrible 
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price to pay for a few cups of tea, and the delight of 
sitting in an arbour. They had other cbildren, she 
and Josiah, other danghters to be portioned, some to 
be educated and placed ont at bnsiness. Why conld 
not old Mr. Reeves, who had not another "chick or 
cliild, beside 'Any, except a girl, who was qnite a sight 
by reason of her norse having let her fall when she was 
an infant, and broken her back" — why could not the 
head of this absurdly small family content himself widi 
Ada's thonsand poiinds, and not come haggling after 
more? That was what Mrs. Perkins wanted to know — 
she hated such mean ways. "She had not a sixpence 
when Josiah married her, and you see," she remarked 
to Lawrence Barbour, "how we have done; but things 
is changed since that," she went on, "as Mr. Jackson 
says, our children want to begin where we left off." 

"And perfectly right they are, too, if they can 
only manage it," answered Lawrence, replying to the 
spirit of the lady's sentence, rather than to its strictly 
grammatical sense. 

"Ay, but it is not everybody as is as fortnnate as 
you," retorted Mrs. Perkins; whereupon, Lawrence told 
her he had an appointment in the City at one o'clock 
— (this conversation took place in the Commercial 
Road) — and must wish her "good moming." 

Another matter which disturbed the tranquillity of 
Mrs. Perkins^ managing temper, was that she did not 
know what to do about Ada^s trousseau. The fashion 
of onder-gaiments changeth very little, "so that" — 
ihere really is no nse attempting to convey Mrs. Perkins^ 
meav« m Mrs. Perkins' own words — "her 

bödy H made up ready, because then it will 
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do, no matter when or who she marries;'' but dresses 
were a different matter altogether. 

She thought one day crinolines would go out, and 
the next that tight sleeves would come in; that waists 
might go up again to under the arms, and gored skirts 
become "all the go." 

She took the advice of friends; she studied the 
opinion of fashion-books lent her by the dress-maker 
who worked for her by the day; she got distracted 
over the French phrases, and was always calling Ada 
to know what tÜs meant, and that; she even went 
down to Keach House to ask Olivine's advice on the 
subject, and retnnied thence, declaring she thought 
marriage and the impending cares of a family had made 
quite another thing of the girl, and that she did not 
know when she had held such a comforting conversa- 
tion with anyone. 

"And, Ada, I insist you never say a word to any- 
body again about her husband liking Mrs. Gainswoode 
better nor her. If she was a stuck-up piece once, it is 
no reason why her poor *art should be broken now." 

"Yes, ma," answered Ada, going out of the room, 
with her face looking as though it had been suddenly 
plunged into turkey red. 

For the moment even Ada feit repentant; she knew 
what her mother did not know, viz., that through her 
means the scandal had already found its way to Oli- 
vine; that the poor wife comprehended at last not 
merely how fond Mrs. Gainswoode was of Lawrence, 
which seemed a light matter, but how fond the litde 
World of Limehouse did not scruple to say her hnsband 
still was of that "bold, bad woman," — 80 Olivine in? 
wardly styled her — "with the snab^d h«irv^\<-. f. m'! 
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"I shall certainly be present at Ada's wedding, 
Mrs. Perkins," the young wife observed. "My nncle, 
as be cannot go bimself, would, I know, wisb me to 
do so, and we wish our gift to her to be sometbing she 
really can nse; so I want you to teil what the other 
presents are, and then we shall better be able to judge 
of our own." 

"1^11 teil you what nobody has thought of," said 
Mrs. Perkins at once; "a china tea-service." 

"Has any one given her a silver tea-service?" de- 
raanded Olivine, smiling in spite of herseif. 

"Silver I Lor, Olivine! — Mrs. Barbour I mean — 
who do you think would give my Ada silver?" 

"I cannot teil in the least," answered Olivine; "if 
you think no one eise is likely to do so, we will." 

After that Mrs. Perkins decided no ill ought to be 
spoken of Lawrence Barbour or bis wife. Not even 
when in due time Mrs. Gainswoode's offering arrived in 
the shape of a really very beautiful brooch was she 
exalted over Olivine. 

"I could get it myself for five or six pounds," 
sneered Mrs. Perkins, laying the trinket back in its 
case; "but those beauties," apostrophising thus the 
silver tea-service ; "it is unknown the money they cost" 

Indeed, at that particular moment Mrs. Perkins feit 
that she and hers were bound to be loud in their ex- 
pressions of gratitude towards the whole of the Sondes' 
connection. After long years "Josiah" had at last 
reaped bis reward; Mr. Sondes, in acknowledgment of 
the length of time they had spent in business together, 
inereased bis interest in the concem without any pecu- 
wmsideration a fourth more, making bim thus 
er of the works. 
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"It is true enough, those grumpy people are ihe 
best to have to do with in the end ; Üiey are the jtust- 
est," decided Mrs. Perkins, while her husband was fight- 
ing bis last battle witb Mr. Reeves concerning bis 
dangbter's fortune. 

"Come now," exclaimed the old gentleman, taking 
bis long pipe out of bis mouth, "let's make the yonng 
people 'appy, and decide on something tbis evening. 
If you'U make it ten, 111 double it, and if tbat's not 
acting ^andsome, I'd like to know wbat is." 

Mentally, Mr. Perkins congratulated bimself on hav- 
ing kept bis own counsel, and said notbing concerning 
the improvement in bis circumstances. 

For tbe sake of appearances he sat and considered 
Mr. Reeves' proposition for a few minutes; then he 
said, "Very well, TU make it the ten." 

"You will!" exclaimed Mr. Reeves. 

"I will," repeated Mr. Perkins. 

"Sbake hands on it, tben," said Harry's fatber. 

Witb wbicb request Mr. Perkins gravely complied. 

"Now let's drink wealtb, 'ealtb and *appiness to tbe 
two A's," suggested Mr. Reeves, to wbicb appeal Mr. 
Perkins, not witbout a pleasant sense of having "done" 
tbe "old screw," responded willingly. 

After that Mrs. Perkins was called in, tbe young 
people were duly informed that a satisfactory arrange- 
ment bad been arrived at, Miss Ada was requested to 
name tbe day, and Miss Ada's motber at once sent off 
Jane tbe fiftieth time for tbe dress-maker, and ^'.teH 
her to bring tbe fasbions," screamed Mrs. Perkins dowk 
tbe yard after her messenger. •• ''Ä' 

Tben was performed a deed of generosity^ urMfi 
ensbrined Mr. Spndes for ever in tbe inmost TeeeflBe0*'4 
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Mrs. Perkins' Leart He sent that lady a clieque for 
lifty pounds, and requested her to cxpend it on her 
daughter's wardrobe. 

"I won't have Miss Spriggs in to make one of 
them," was Mrs. Perkins' somewhat nngrateful conclu- 
sion. "We'll go to Mrs. Barbour's own milliner, and 
see what she can do for you." 

But on this resolution Mrs. Perkins cooled before 
moming, and Miss Spriggs had the work, and the house 
was in a litter from that day forth until Ada left it 

Curiously enough this wedding was a fact upon 
wbich Olivine and her husband had never touched to 
one another, save in the slightest manner possible. By 
the time it was finally settled upon, Mr. Sondes had so 
far recovered as to be moved back to Stepney Cause- 
way, and it was consequently in her old home that 
Olivine had just completed arraying herseif for the oc- 
casion, when Lawrence abruptly entered her room. 

"You are not going to that row?" he said. 

"To Ada's wedding? — certainly I am," she an- 
swered. 

"I won't have you go, Olivine," he exclaimed. "The 
persons you will meet there are not fit persons for my 
wife to associate with. It is all very well to call on 
Mrs. Perkins occasionally, and to send the girl presents, 
but they are not a family I wish you to cultivate ; it 
is not a house at which I wish you to visit much." 

"It wag there I first met you, at all events," an- 
swered Olivine. She stood fadng the looking-glass, 
and resolntely keeping ber back to him as she said 
thia, necTOudy aetding ber bonnet-stringB ihe while; 
bat Lainenoe co«U «ee lefleeted in the glass, 



238 THE RACB FOB W£ALTH. 

and noticed she was white as a corpse, that her very 
lips were utterly colourless. 

"That is no reason why you should go to such a 
gathering as will be at St. Aime's to-day. If you had 
mentioned your Intention to me before, I should have 
told you that on Ada Perkins' marriage I wished all 
intercourse with her to cease; I do not want to be 
mixed up myself, nor to have you mixed up with the 
whole trading population of the east of London. Oli- 
vine, you really must send a note to excuse your ab- 
sence, I am not going myself, and — " 

"It is much better you should not go, as Mrs. Gains- 
woode is to be there," broke in Olivine at this point. 
"Were my being present likely to cause scandal, I 
should not go either; as it is — " 

She was stopped by the slam with which her hus- 
band^s dressing-room door closed. 

He had never answered her by a word, but she 
heard him now puUing out the slides in his wardrobe, 
and cursing audibly at locks that would not uhfasten; 
at doors which in his hot haste he was unable to open. 

Never a more hurried toilette was performed by 
man; almost before Olivine had arranged her bows to 
her satisfaction , and while she still stood before her 
table drawing on her gloves slowly, and with her 
thoughts far away from dress and the vanities thereof, 
Lawrence rejoined her. 

"I have changed my mind," he said coldly, **we can 
go together;" and together accordingly they passed 
down the stairs, and crossed the hall and entered the 
carriage which was waiting for them. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

At the Wedding. 



In utter silence, husband and wife drove along tbe 
Commercial Road and down Three Colt Street to St 
Anne's Church: Olivine, leaning back in one comer of 
the carriage,. kept her eyes resolutely fixed on the 
coachman, while Lawrence as persistently looked out 
of the window beside which he sat, at the passing con- 
veyances, at the carts on the tramway, at the teams of 
heavy horses that drew great sngar hogsheads from the 
docks to the various refineries round about the City 
end of Whitechapel, and the neighbourhood of Good- 
man^s Fields. 

Both their hearts were as füll of bittemess as they 
could hold; and when the heart is füll the Ups remain 
closed. The wife had done an intensely foolish thing 
After keeping silence about her grievance, — after 
refraining from complaint or remonstrance, — after 
nursing her fancied wrong in the solitudes of her soul, 
— after remaining mute so long that Lawrence could 
not possibly dream of the violence of the storm which 
was brewing, — she allowed all the jealous anger she 
had been nursing to break out in one sharp sentence, 
spoken suddenly and bitterly. Whether a woman says 
much or little on such occasions, she is always certain 
to say the wrong thing; inevitably she irritates a man 
either by violence or by some stinging expression. The 
very kiKPwledge of her weakness makes a woman care- 
]Mi*"ViMN eb» ftrikes. She is feeble, and for that 
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reason, instinctively, she selects the point most open 
to attack. 

The majority of men, even in their angriest moods, 
never express quite all they feel; whilst, as a mle, 
women say more. Let the utterance of resentment 
have bcen long deferred as it will — let the fire blaze 
up in a moment or break out after smouldering for 
months — the result in one sense proves the same — 
hastily the woman speaks, for no conceivable object, 
apparently, save that in the after-time she may repent 
at her leisnre. 

That a certain cause will produce a certain e£Pect 
is one of those facts which the weaker sex never ap- 
pear able to grasp. That bitter words can ever bring 
about disastrous results they will not understand. 
Without calculating consequences in the least, they 
throw their tiny bits of lighted paper into shavings 
and gunpowder, and then they marvel at the abomina- 
tion of desolation which eventually ensues. 

Leaning back in her comer, Olivine was already 
trembling over what she had done, and wishing her 
sentence unspoken; but she was still irritated and ex- 
cited, and even had she not been, Lawrence certainly 
looked in no temper to receive any professions of 
penitence graciously. 

Truth is, had bis wife exhaasted her ingenuity to 
find the best means of annoying him, she could not 
liave selected a form of words more likely to achieve 
that end than the one she had chosen. 

To teil him in a half-completed sentence that she 
set bis wishes and bis authority at defiance; that she 
was'jealous; that she had leamed, not vagoely or uar 
certainly, but positively, the secret of bis unooHfoeKfid 
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affection for another woman; that there was scandal 
afloat; that his miserable infatnation was the talk of 
gossips; that she intended to go wherever he and Mrs. 
Gainswoode were likely to meet; that she considered 
herseif wronged; that she had listened to stories con- 
ceming him; that she had taken her stand in the 
matter, and meant to maintain it; that she had been 
brooding over the matter in silence! — surely the man 
might be excused for thinking there was method in 
her madness; that a few, words implying so much 
never could have been nttered at random. 

Looking out at the passing carts, at the broad 
road, at the cabs, and the pedestrians, Lawrence was 
inwardly swearing at his fate, digging down into every 
deep well of his heart, and drawing out thence Springs 
of bittemess, waters of Marah. He had married a wife, 
and this was the result; better to have waited, as he 
once Said he would, tili he was forty, and then wedded 
an old woman for her money, than to have bound 
himself to endure this. 

"If God had only put it in my way to marry a 
woman and not a child," he thought, "some one who 
could understand what I have suffered and what I have 
resisted!^^ and then all the restrained passion of the 
man's nature rose up in arms against what he con- 
sidered his wife's coldness, and want of comprehension. 

It was as though, in the agony of physical suffering, 
there had been wrung a cry from the depths of some 
suflPering creature's heart — a cry of despairing anguish, 
of unreasoning Indignation against those who could not 
feel his pain as he feit it, who could not appreciate the 
tonnent of his malady, the torture which the lightest 
tMieh ocQMioned. 
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He had fought with his infatuation; he had avoided 
meetiiig the only woman he could ever loyepassionatelj; 
he had sworn to himself he would be trne to Olivine; 
he had kept his foot from any place where he was 
likely to meet Etta; he refrained firom answering her 
many letters, save in the shortest manner consistent 
with ordinary politeness. Having done Olivine the 
wrong of marrying her at all; having resolutely shut 
his eyes to the fact, that, to compass the happiness of 
a natnre like hers, it was necessary for her to be loved 
wholly, rather than in the first instance to love mach 
herseif; having failed in these two points, he yet had 
set himself determinedly to make her what reparation 
lay in his power; and this was the resnlt 

Thisl — a jealonsy which might go on through the 
years increasing tili life became a bürden to both of 
them; a want of appreciativeness that, as he imagined, 
would prevent Olivine thoroughly comprehending him 
while the sun shone by day, or the moon by night 

She was very sweet; she was very pure; she was 
very innocent; she was what a man might desire the 
mother of his children to be in every thought, and 
Word, and deed; but she never could be to him what 
many a worse woman can prove to one she loves in 
the hour of his blackest despair, of his deepest need. 

"0 Lord, if she were only able to understandl" he 
mentally finished, without ever an idea entering his 
mind that, in the future, she would understand him 
fully, and he, her, too late. 

Who, Walking erect through smooth places, along 
secure paths, can sympathise entirely with the poor 
wretch that has fallen among stones and rocks, and 
stumbled along dangerous roads, getting soüed and 
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stained and sulKed as he went? who that has never 
Seen a battle can compare notes with him wlio has 
been through the mad charge, and the awful repnlse, 
and the blinding smoke, and the fierce hand-to-hand 
encounter? and, in precisely like manner, what woman 
who is half a saint, who has been kept pure as the 
angels, who has never even brushed skirts with sin, 
can, at first in her indignation, remember mercy, and 
know how rough the ways of virtue prove occasionally 
to those who, with heart and sonl and strength, are 
striving to forsake the thing which is evil, and cleave 
to that which is right? 

Olivine could not, at all events; and yet she feit 
in a vague, terrified sort of way, that she had made 
some terrible mistake; that she had put division be- 
tween herseif and her husband; that she had blindly 
Struck at the foundation of her own happiness, and 
brought the edifice down about her ears. If she had 
dared, she would have asked her husband to allow her 
to return home; and, as it was, miserable at the idea 
of passing some time unreconciled to him, she could 
not refrain, as they drew close to the church, from 
laying her band on bis. and saying, pleadingly, 
"Lawrence!" 

He did not take bis band away, neither did he 
clasp hers in retum. "Well," he answered, slightly 
tuming bis head from the window while he spoke. 

"Are you angry?" she inquired. The carriage had 
stopped by this time. 

"No," he replied, handing her out-, "I am not 
angry; yon have misjudged me, that is all." 

"Oh! Lawrence," she began, but he stopped her. 

''For Heaven'Q sake, Olivine, do not make a scene. 
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To please yourself you liave chosen to come here; to 
please me, command your feelings now you are here.** 

She knew what he meant in a moment; more qtiickly 
than anyono might have imagined her capable of taking 
such a hint, she comprehended his desire, not merely 
that she should be silent, but also that she should be 
civil to Mrs. Gainswoode; and as she crossed the step 
and entored the church, there arose in her mind the 
determination to silence scandal, and to do what she 
could, to clear her husband's name from the cobwebs of 
gossip busy men and idle women had woven across it. 

Heaven knows what put such a thought into her 
heart; but it came to her suddenly that, let him have 
wronged her as far as he would, there. was no necessity 
for all the world to know the fact, and that if she were 
to appear on friendly terms with Mrs. Gainswoode, it 
would do more to contradict the libel than any form of 
words she could use. 

By right of knowledge an older woman would have 
understood all this, and been able to reason the 
matter out; but it was simply an affair of instinct with 
Olivine. 

Without any previous reflection she jumped to the 
conclusion that she would not afford Mrs. Jackson and 
Mrs. Perkins food for ftirther gossip. 

"Whatever I may think about her, I will not show 
it," she decided; and though her band trembled a little 
when she silently greeted Mrs. Gainswoode in the aisle, 
though she feit she was pale and white as they stood 
side by side a little behind the bridal party, though she 
could see Mrs. Perkins whispering to Mrs. Jackson, 
who immediately directed her eyes first to Etta and 
then towards Lawrence, still she hdd her 
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solutely, and kept close to her enemy through the 
Service. 

Anything like Ada as a bride, Mrs. Gainswoode 
subsequently declared, was ''never beheld, excepting 
in Limehouse Church that day;" anything so confident 
as her replies, so bouncing as her manner, so triumphant 
and offensive as her general demeanour, the imagination 
of man could scarcely conceive. 

She would not have been Mrs. Perkins' daughter, 
of course, had she not tom her glove in getting that 
article off her left-hand; neither, most assuredly, would 
she have been Ada Perkins, had she not made an effort 
to assist the bridegroom in slipping the ring on her not 
reluctant finger. Whereas Mr. Henry Reeves suffered 
much tribulation of mind and made many mistäkes 
during the ceremony, Ada had all her wits abont her, 
and surveyed with considerable complacency the spec- 
tators who thronged the church. 

"Ain't there a lot, 'Arry?" she whispered to her hus- 
band as they passed down the aisle together, "linked," 
observed Mrs. Perkins, which was her way of stating 
that the pair walked arm-in-arm. "Ain't there a lot 
come to see us?" Whereupon Mr. Henry Reeves, red 
as a peony and looking sheepish and abashed to an 
extent, muttered something unbefitting a church, that 
caused the bride to titter audibly. 

The clergyman, unused to such merriment on me- 
lancholy occasions, looked at the "young woman" with 
rebuking gravity, when she again giggled at having to- 
sign her name; to which look Ada replied by tossing ^ 
her head, glancing round the Company, and remarking 
to 'Petcj Forbea, ^'she thought some one might have 
luid.dM emlily to o£Eer her a chair." 
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" Considering the importance of the document to be 
signed, I think so too,'* he replied, bastening to comply 
with her requcst; fordfied by which piece of gallantry, 
Ada stared defiantly at the cnrate, who, she imagined» 
had greatly neglected bis duty in not finishing up the 
Service by kissing the bride. 

"He had black bair, with a natural curl in it," ghe 
wrote subsequently to a scbool friend, " and such beau- 
tiful brown eyes and white hands;" for all of which 
reasons, perhaps, Ada considered bis Omission onpai^ 
donable, and thought be had scarcely gone tbrough 
the "Solemnization of Matrimony" according to tibe 
Rubric. 

But if the bride's behaviour were wonderful in 
chnrch, it was more remarkable still at the wedding- 
breakfast In honour of being married she had at 
length done away with her curls, and wore her bair 
"roUed," enormous frizettes appearing in various places 
tbrough it. 

The moment she entered the house she tossed off 
her bonnet and commenced settling her light locks to 
her satisfaction. She had a pert word for everybody. 
In her motbers opinion she kept "the room going." 
She laughed at her husband^s mistakes; she prompted 
bim when he retumed thanks; she managed to get Mr. 
Forbes beside her, and quizzed bim about one of the 
bridesmaids unmercifiilly. When Mr. Henry Beeves 
finally suggested they should miss the train if "she did 
.not look Sharp," she first observed "he need not talk 
about being sharp, he was none so mnoh so bimself;'' 
and then remarkod to all whom it might oonmni,. "Bhe. 
was sorry she could not stay with tiiflii 
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gret which Mrs. Gainswoode assured her was feit by the 
Company generally. 

But for all that the Company endured her absence 
with astonishing equanimity. Mib. Perkins at first, in- 
deed, considered it necessary to retire to the sofa with 
one of her younger children and a pocket-handkerchief ; 
but soon recoUecting that no crying would bring her 
first-born back again, and that moreover, the match 
being a very good one, it would be extremely unde- 
sirable to bring her back even if she could, she returned 
to table, and was induced to "sip a drop of wine" in 
honour of Mr. Hills' toast, which wished "to the young 
people as was just started in life a fair wind and a 
prosperous voyage." 

"Have they gone abroad?" asked Mrs. Gainswoode, 
after the glasses had been duly emptied. "I had no 
idea they intended leaving England." 

"It was to the voyage of life, ma'am, I was allud- 
ing," exclaimed Mr. Hills, who sat beside Etta; "which 
often proves stormy, ma'am, even when newly married 
folks has a good cargo at starting." 

"Oh, I understand," said Etta; "you mean there 
are so many things required on board the ship matri- 
monial — ballast among the number." 

At which remark Mx. Hills, who in his heart had 
no great affection either for Ada or Mr. Henry Keeves, 
laughed tili his merriment attracted the attention of the 
Company. 

"It is only a joke between this lady and me," he 
declared, in answer to various entreaties not to keep 
all the fim to himself, — "only between you and me, 
mA'am, ain't it?'' 

^^Btricdy private and confidential," replied Etta; 
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CHAPTEB XV. 
Two Ii6Met ran oat. 



I 



From the timo when Percy Forbes, afker long M- 
tation, Af^rced to leave Reach Honse and iry bis fcff- 
tune in Goodman^s Fields, Lawrence Barbonr proved 
aH good aH bis word , and tried by every meana in Iiu 
power to mect liis partner^s views and to cany on Hat 
buHincs» peacoably and profitably for both. 

Never a man ezist^ witb wbom it was easier to 
keep on good tonns than Percy Forbes. The same 
Hwcot careless temper wbicb had enabled him to bear 
so many crosses patiently, rendered it no difficnlt matter 
for him to fall in with the views of any petson whose 
viows were even ordinarily reasonable; and accordingly, 
spite of bis fears tliat he sbould not find the path of 
commerce quito so smooth to traverse among vats and 
refiuing pans as he had done amidst the timber and 
masts at the Isle of Dogs, he soon discovered that übe 
new lifo was as pleasant as the old — pleasanter, indeed, 
perhaps — for the pace was swifter, the profits by tbe 
way greater. 

Mr. Forbes lived on the premises, greaüy to tbe 
astonishment of every one who became in due time ac- 
quainted with the fact. Never before, never, had one 
of the partners in such a concem as that been foond 
humble enough, or proud enough, or indifferent enongb, 
or what you will, to pitch bis tent in so miserable a 
neighbourhood, in such a dingy, cheerless bouse. "Fit 
only for a foreman," people were kind enough to teil 
him in a disparaging sort of tone. Bat Mr. Forbes 
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cared very little for what any one told him; and inti- 
mated, in his light, indifferent way, that he and Mr. 
Barbour knew what they were about, that they under- 
stood their own business best, and that there were deep 
mysteries connected with sugar refineries in general, 
and their Sugar Refinery in particular, with the length 
and depth and height whereof it was not for the igno- 
rant and uninitiated to meddle. 

As for Lawrence Barbour, every other scheme with 
which he had been connected, every other speculation 
in which he had been engaged, was abandoned when 
once Percy Forbes agreed to sail in the same boat with 
him; not merely to the letter but in the spirit he ful- 
filled his promise. On the fair land of limited liability 
he tumed his back, not without a sigh; from every 
enterprise he withdrew, spite of Mr. Alwyn's entreaties, 
and remonstrances and advice from men whose opinion 
he valued still more. 

Unfortunately, perhaps, for him, he found that 
money stuck to his fingers from every transaction. He 
got people to take his shares, he found others willing 
to Step in and fiU his place, but still he had promised, 
and though tempted sorely he kept his promise, and 
from the city El Dorado fled back to that prosaic region 
where fortunes are made by hard work instead of by 
sleight of band. 

He had his hopes, no doubt, of conciliating Mr. 
Sondes; of making a rapid fortune out of sugars; of 
being able to sit down better contented with his lot 
when he had defied Satan and cast the golden nuggets, 
and the dark-haired enchantress behind him, but if this 
were the case his hopes were doomed to disappointment 

Mr. Sondes resolutely withdrew the twenty thour 

The Bace for Wealih. U. ^ 
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money stuck to his fingers from every transaction. He 
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from the city El Dorado fled back to that prosaic region 
where fortunes are made by hard work instead of by 
sleight of band. 
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Sondes; of making a rapid fortune out of sugars; of 
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eared v&rj little for wliat any one told bim 5 and inti- 
mated, m bis lig-bt, indifForeut waj, that be and Mr. 
Barbour knew wbat tliey were aboiit, that tbey under- 
ßtood tbeü' own business best* and tbat tbere were deep 
mysteries connected witb sugar refineries in geoerab 
aud their Sugar Befinery in particular, witb tbe lengtb 
and deptb and beigbt wbereof it was not for tbe igno- 
rnjxt and nninitiated ta meddle. 

' As for Lawrence Barbour, every otber scbeme witb 
wbich be bad been connected, e%'ery otber speculatiou 
in wbicb be bad been engaged, was abandoned wheo 
once Percy Forbes agreed to sail m tbe aame boat witb 
him; not merely to tbe letter but in tbe spirit be ful- 
filled bis proTjvise. On tbe fair land of limited liability 
be tu med Im back, not witbout a sigb; from every 
enterpme be withdrew, spite of Mr. Alwyn^s entreaties, 
and remonstrances and advico from men wbose opinion 
he valued still more. 

Unfortunately, perbapSj for liim, he found tbat 
money stuck to bis fingers from every transaction. He 
got people to take bis sbares, be found otlieiö willing 
to Step in and fiU bis place, but etill be bad promised, 
and tbougb tempted sorely Im kept bis promise, and 
from tbe city El Dorado fled back to tbat prosaic region 
wbere fortunes are made by bard work instead of by 
sleigbt of band. 

He bad bis bopes» no doubt^ of conciliating Mr. 
Sondes; of making a rapid fortune out of Bugars; of 
being able to Bit down better oontented witb bis lot 
wben be bad defied Satan and cast tlie golden naggets, 
and tbe dar k- baired encbantrass bebind bim^ but if tbia 
were tbe case bis bopcs wer« doomed to dlsappointment 

Mr Sondes reaolutely witbdrew tbe twenty tbom- 

ThM Ractfm- Wealth, IL ^< 
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sand pounds, and ntterly, senselessly, as Lawrence con- 
sidered, invested it in the purchase of the property he 
had been so long hankering after at Grays; while for 
the rest fortunes are not made in a twelvemonth out of 
a concem burdened and swaniped with debt; neither in 
the caso of a woman like Etta Gainswoode does ont of 
Hight always mean out of mind, more especially when 
the unloved wife at home has her time fally occnpied 
in looking after an invalid, and cooing over her first 
child. 

Wliich was a girl and not a boy, greatly to the 
chagrin, not meroly of Mr. Sondes, but also of Law- 
rence. The former, indeed, had set his heart upon the 
new-comer belonging to the worthier sex, with a per- 
sistency which proved a source of mach discomfort to 
Olivine; but after a time both father and grand-tincle 
became reconciled to the little daughter, who crowed 
and laughed and grew apace, after a fashion calcnlated 
to deliglit the hearts of all who had the happiness of 
living in the house with her. 

** Call her Olivine," entreated the sick man, but the 
mother demurred, averring it would cause a confusion 
of names, and lead to complications innumerable. Never- 
theless, at length that objection was o vermied, and 
the infant introduced to Christian society as Olivine 
Maude. 

"Perhaps you would like her christened *Ada,'" 
suggested Olivine to her husband, a little mischievously, 
in answer to which he kissed her, and remarked he 
was glad to see her old spirits were Coming back 
again. 

"For somehow, my dearest," he remarked, "you 
have been sadly down-hearted lately;" whereupon the 
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poor Creatore took his hand in hers, and bent her head 
over it to liido the tears she could not keep &om 
springing. She had never told him a sentence of what 
her eyes beheld that night — more was the pity. 

What he said she feit to be perfectly true. She had 
been down-hearted and dispirited; a duU companion, 
perhaps; an uncheerful wife. She could not avoid 
thinking about her husband*s attachment for another 
woman; she could not help knowing that, let his affec- 
tion be as sinless as it would, it was still so much love 
taken from her; so much slight put upon her — then 
her uncle's illness and her own dolicate health. Yes, 
she had been duU, and stupid, and mopish, but now 
a child was born to her she would be different, she 
resolved she would. 

But somehow, let her be as different as she would, 
she never could fill up that void in her husband^s heart 
which had once been occupied by Etta Gainswoode; 
and after a few months had passed over, she feit in 
her heart that her worst fears were being realised; that 
Lawrence did not love her as she loved him; that 
marriage had not brought her the happiness she ex- 
pected; that there was yet an inner Chamber in the 
nature of the man to whom she was bound for better 
for worse, which she could never hope to enter. 

Well, whether the day be rainy or sunshiny, we 
have all to get through the hours as best we can; 
whether the biting east wind chills us to the bones, or 
the fresh balmy west fans our temples lovingly, the 
toil appointed for na, the labour set for us, the allotted 
taskf Üuei -weuyixig work, has to be performed; and in 
like nMütmte let a woman's life be bricht witk hA.i^\^ 
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nes8, or dull and dim with misery, it has to be lived 
— the years have to be got through somehow. 

It is a philosophy most people learn as they walk 
onwards towards the end, that if the bürden of the 
years must be borne, it is well to carry the load 
patiently and in silence; but there are few so young 
as Olivine was, in the days of which I am now 
writing, who could accept the inovitable as meekly as 
she did. 

"I am better than she is, at any rate," the reKel- 
lious little heart thought at times, adding to itself next 
minute, "but, then, if he does not believe it, what is 
the use — what is the use?" 

She knew he did not see anything of Mrs. Gains- 
woode, but Olivine gave her husband little credit for 
this, remembering Etta was abroad, and thinking Law- 
rence could not visit the siren if he would. 

It never occurred to the child to consider that, if 
her husband wished to play truant, France was not 
quite at the ends of the earth, but rather easily acces- 
sible from England than otherwise. 

Many a time he had feit tempted to make a busi- 
ness joumey the excuse for looking in Etta's face once 
more, but his.wife did not know anything either of the 
temptation or the resistance, and judged pr misjudged 
him accordingly. 

So, likewise, did Percy Forbes, who, seeing foreign 
letters directed in Etta's well-remembered hand-writing. 
Coming to the office for Lawrence, drew bis own con^ 
clusions conceming the position of affairs; but, what- 
ever he thought or surmised, he kept to himself. Froiu 
the night of Ada Perkins' wedding, Mrs. Gainswoode*0 " 
name was never mentioned between him and OlxyiiM^* 



TWO LEABSS BUK OUT. 261 

By mntual consent, as it seemed, they refrained 
from venturing on tbis dangerons ground, and so time 
went by tili, at last, the lease of die cid house in 
Stepney Causeway lapsed, and the owner intimated his 
intention of building over the pleasant garden, and of 
running up a street where früit-trees had been trained, 
and flowers had bloomed and withered. 

Where should they go? at once became an impor- 
tant question. Grays was not to be thought of for 
more than three months in the year; not, at least, if 
Lawrence were to come to business daily; another house 
in Stepney he vowed he never would consent to live 
in; some person suggested one of the stnccoed dwellings 
in the Commercial Eoad, or a genteel semi-detached 
villa out at Bow, or round by Victoria Park, the very 
mention of which localities drove Lawrence almost to 
frenzy. 

*'Why do you not teil me to look for a second 
floor in Ratcliffe Highway? I would just as soon live 
in one part of the East-End as another." 

After this retort, the tronbler of his peace who had 
himself, he declared, as sweet a place as. the heart of 
man need desire over near Hackney Wick, desisted 
from his efforts, and merely ventured to wonder, " Why, 
if he did not like the east, he had not thought of going 
west." 

"Because it is such a confounded way off my busi- 
ness," answered Lawrence; "because it is too far to 
walk; because I hate omnibuses; because I am scarcely 
rieh enough to afford to keep a carriage." 

"Has it never crossed your mind that if you lived 
up or down the river, -v* --^t to London Bridge 

by the twopenny boaf 
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"No," replied Lawrence; "but I will not forget the 
fact now," which he said in order to get rid of bis 
persecutoT, after wbom be borled an imprecation tbat 
made Percy Forbes laugb outrigbt, and remark be did 
not believe there ever was a man wbo got so mucb 
good ad vice as bis partner, nor one wbo bated it so 
cordially. 

**And you know," answered Lawrence, wbo could 
not avoid laugbing bimself at bis ebullition of temper, 
"tbe beauty of it is, Mr. Sondes bas not tbe remotest 
intention of leaving Stepney Causeway. He talks about 
tbe desirability of looking at otber bouses, and sym- 
patbises witb Olivine's distress conceming tbere not 
being a place in wbicb to give Miss Maude an airing, 
but sure am I nevertbeless tbat tbe old gentleman 
intends to end bis days in Stepney Causeway if he 
can." 

"I tbink you are rigbt tbere," retumed Percy;' 
" and I tbink also tbat be will accomplisb bis wisb, for 
I do not fancy tbere is any present intention of puUing 
down tbe old bouse. Has Mrs. Barbour any idea of 
bow ill be really is? It bas often occurred to me lately 
sbe bas not tbe sligbtest notion of bow near tbe grave 
he Stands." 

"Sbe bad Sberfield down tbe otber day to see him," 
answered Lawrence. 

"And did be teil her?" inquired tbe otber. 

"Of course be did not," retorted Lawrence a little 
scomfully; "a doctor migbt speak tbe trutb to me, cor 
to you, or to a patient, but be neyer would to a womifi 
wbo cries, and Olivine I know was in a tenibte 
of frigbt and despair tbat day. Doctor Sherfid 
it was only one of tbe old attacks, an^ badü 
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be uneasy, and praised the babj, and observed it was 
like ]t3 motherj after whicb kind and polite remarks 
be drove ^waj^ leavlng my wife comforted, Now sbe 
thinks tbe danger iE past for a wbile; and upon my 
Word, Forbesi 1 do not thiuk tbere is any i mm ediate 
cause för fear, I do not see why be sbould not go on 
livin^ foF years yet Do you?" 

Percy sbook bis head* " Mr, Sondes will never live 
tbrougb the winter^" be remarked. 

"Do you really belle ve it?** asked Lawrence, 

"I am sure of it," was the reply; and Percy watcbed 
hiB partner wliile be wallted slowly out of the counting- 
boiiae, baDcis plunged deep in bis pockets, and eyea 
beut down to the grouudi wbile be conBidered wbat 
ihange in bis position tbis deatli would bring, 

^'Mr* Sondes strnek wofully near tbe mark," tbongbt 
Percy, aa he tunied to bis work a^ain, "Thank God 
I am not looking for a legacy from any one. After 
all, tbere ia an awfnl vein of badnesa in tbe best spe- 
cimens of oiir hnmanity, and I would not answer for 
the disinterestedness of anybody now^ not even for my 
own* I wonder if, wliee I am oM and feeble, some > 
one will long to pnll tbe sboes off my feet, and be 
thiftking' I haye wom thom too long? It ib for that 
end most probably I am now rising up bo early and 
so late taking rest; It ig for that I am making haste to 
be rieh , and ninning the risk of dyspepaia by worklng 
immediately after dinner; it is for that, and not for 
bome, or wife, or cbild! I will leave all I htive to 
fonnd a model workhouse, or alraB-bouses like Ban- 
croft^s* No, I wont/' tbe man added, almost with a 
^hnddcr , for at the tbongbt of Bancroft tbere eame be- 
^_ Mm a Vision of that ehastlv tomb in GreaJt Bt^ 

h d 
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Helenes, where lies the extortioner, with glass over bis 
face, crumbling away to dust. 

"I will gamer in wealth, and then I will travel 
and seek me a wife/^ lie finished; but all the time he 
was sketching a profile on bis paper like unto the pro- 
file of Lawrence Barbour's wife. 

A week passed by, and still Mr. Sondes was no 
better; anotber week, and Dr. Sberfield assnred Law- 
rence he must grow worse, that tbere was no help for 
it, that abeady the patient had lingered far beyond 
the time he thought it possible for bim to survive when 
he saw bim at Beach House. 

After the doctor departed, Olivine came, praying 
Lawrence to teil her what the great man said. "Will 
he soon be better?" she asked. "How long does Dr. 
Sberfield say will it be before the effect of that last 
attack passes off?" 

"He does not know," her busband answered, 
vaguely. 

"Does not know?" she repeated. "How stupid be 
must be!" 

"My dear child, doctors cannot perform miracles." 

"Do you mean that it will be a work of time, and 
nursing, and nourishment more than of medicine? er 

that " she claspedber hands together, and stopped 

suddenly. Something in the expression of Lawrence's 
face told her the truth. 

"My love," he began; but she could not bear a 
Word he said, her sobs came so thick and fast 

"Oh! Lawrence, oh! Lawrence," and ehe laid her 
head on bis breast, and cried tbere, as thougli hQviieilt 
were breaking, just as she had cried in. 
night when she was still a child, buS 
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wlien he had no tliou^lit of either marrying her, or 
lovmg Etta Alwyn! 

From tbat honr OUvine scarcelj ever left her uncle'a 
eide. Husband and child seemed for tlie time alraost 
forgotten in lier despairing devotion to tlie dying mau* 
Happily, perhaps, for her, he was for long before hiis 
death almost onconscious. He had been so long ou 
the journey that ere he reached the grave the man 
seemed Uterall y dead. In his caso ther© could be no 
patbetic leave-takings, no lingering good-byes, no pas- 
sionate farewella, no encoErag-ement to mutual boitow, 
no fierce stmg'glo for life, no moiirnful remimscence, 
no sadly sweet wbkperißgs in the mouraful twilight, 
HO talks throiigh tho dai'kness of the night conceming' 
tlie far-off land» and that city which hath no need of 
the sun, nor of the moon to shine in it, no half-spoken 
words of com fort and thankfulness, of fear and hope, 
öf mortal agony and immortal joy. 

Watchmg and dying; these two occnpations went 
on honr after hour, day after day; bis life ebbed out 
HkG the sea, slowly but Burely — so Blowly that Olivine 
could not see how each moment the wa^^es were leaving 
the Sands of time barer and drier, yet so surelyT that, 
althongh she was uuable to teil how tho tide of bis 
exifiteiice receded to mingle its waters with the deptha 
of tho great ocean, she could still perceive from mor- 
nlng tili evening, and from evening to midnight, that 
he wag woree, that the dreaded end was drawing very 
nigh. 

Nevertheleas, when that end did oome she failed io 
recognise it, Wom oot with watchinÄ, ehe had fallea 
into a troubled sleep, from whic is aronsed by 
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Hearing her own name spoken twice, soMy and yet 
distinctly. 

"Olivine!" and her heart gave a great leap. For 
a moment she thought in her foUy that the tide might 
tum even then. "Olivine!" the sick man repeated. 

"I am here," she answered, passing round to the 
other side of the bed, on which he was lying with his 
face tumed towards the window and his wasted arms 
stretched forth as if attempting to grasp something 
beyond his reach. 

"I am hero," she repeated, with a great töror 
Coming over her, for he never took any notice of her 
words, nor glanced towards her, nor changed his pos- 
ture in the least. 

"Olivine!" and the voice grew fainter. 

"I am here, uncle; what is it?" and she put her 
arms round his neck and kissed his Ups, which were 
cold as ice. "Don't you know me, uncle?" she whis- 
pered: "I am Olivine," and she waited, and held her 
breath, and listened all in vain. No sound broke the 
solemn stillness that ensued. The man was dead, and, 
kneeling beside him, Olivine at length knew it was not 
on her he had called, but rather on another Olivine, 
whom it may be in that supreme moment, he, Standing 
on the very verge of earth, beheld waiting for him on 
the Etemal Shores. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

The Faee fncrewe«' 



Undee the Bhadow of Jier ovn figurative ?ine and 
^g tree — eaatern luxnriea wliicli were represented at 
Oltl Ford by a hop-plant and a mulbeny — Ada Reevea 
{me PcrkiDs) hacl resided in peace for föur years, from 
the time wlieii, with tbe consent of all partieB intereated, 
Klie bestowed bereelf and her fortnne on Henrj, tbo 
bcloved of her Leart; and at tlie perl od when l take up 
tbe tbread of mj story agafn , sbe was fast devcbiping into 
a fat and somewLat nntidy matron, wbo remembered 
evcnta by tbe age^ of ber cbildren, ^- wbo occnpied 
bergelf greatly in yearly alterations of tbe census, — 
wbo prided b erseif oa baving an infinltely better bouse 
filied with more costly foruiture tban liad ever Leen 
aspiied to by lier matemal parent, — wbo drove out 
on Sundays, Good Fridays, Wbit-Mondaya , and Satur- 
day aftemoons, in "tbe clmiae" witb Henry and her 
liaby, — wbo went often to see ber motbor and crtti- 
cjjje tbe appointments ofl>i statt' Yard, — ^ wbo was y^ry 
güod-natnred towards ber brotbers aud sisterö, aud bat! 
always oneor more of tliem staying^ witb her for cbang^e 
üf air, — wbo etill aÖeeted onormout; crinolmeg and 
wonderfal firizettes, — wbo wore large ear- rings and 
was fond of plaids, — wbo bougbt bonneta omamented 
witb mucb scarlot for wiuter wear, and pink Buk bon- 
nets for Summer " outings ," and wbo was » in one word, 
a perfectly fair type of a class wbidi is to be met witb 
in all parta of London^ but tbe manners and babits 
and modea of tliougbt wbereof are as umntelllgible 
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to the superior classes, as the writing over against 
the candlestick upon the plaster of the wall of the 
King's palace, proved to Belshazzar in that hour when 
he made a great feast to a thonsand of his lords y and 
drank wine before the thousand. 

Occasionally she was kind enough to pay a visit to 
Olivine — indeed, she seemed to think Öiat whenever 
a new baby was old enongh to be taken a drive, Mrs. 
Barbour ought to see it first: a courtesy which Olivine 
received as intended, greatly to Mrs. Reeves' content- 
ment and elation of spirit. 

By reason of these visits to "an old friend who 
lived up at the West End," Ada held a certain exalted 
Station among her husband's relations and her own new 
acquaintances at Old Ford. Not to every one is it 
given to have "anybody intimate" who has an 'onse 
np nigh the Marble Arch; neither, as a rule, if East 
Enders have that intimate, does such a fashionable lady 
nsually request her unfashionable visitor to have after- 
noon tea, and desire her maid to see that the nurse is 
made comfortable. 

Yet in all these matters Olivine gratified the desires 
of Mrs. Henry Reeves' heart. She talked to the babies; 
she praised them to their mother; she listened to Ada's 
ecstasies; she inquired conceming Mrs. Perkins; she 
was interested in Mr. Reeves' business prospects-, she 
liked to know about the young brothers and sisters who 
were getting on so well at school; and then, perhaps, 
when it was all over — when Mrs. Henry Reeves, 
having made her adieux, had descended to her cab, 
and departed to report at Old Ford the wonders she had 
Seen in Gloucester Street — Olivine liked best of all 
going into her own nursery, and taking her children 
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to her breast and thinking how much nicer they were 
than anybody eise's children, as is the way of mothers 

— God bless their loving, partial hearts. 

Her children were all the comfort she had in those 
weary days of which I am now writing; over the record 
of which I would fain hurry, for Mr. Sondes' death 
put division between her hnsband and her. From the 
hour his will was read, Lawrence became a changed 
man. 

The will was this: Gerrard's Hall — that property 
previously mentioned as situated near Grays — a place 
Lawrence cordially detested, because it was out of the 
way, and somewhat lonely, and decidedly unprofitable 

— to Percy Forbes, sugar refiner, and Gabriel King, 
lawyer, in trust, for the sole and separate use of his 
beloved niece Olivine Barbour, during the term of her 
natural life.'' After which said property was to pass to 
the eldest son of his said niece, or failing such son, to 
the eldest daughter surviving at the time of the said 
Olivine's decease. And further, Mr. Sondes devised all 
the money, and houses, and lands, of which at the 
time of his death he should be seised, "to his said 
beloved niece Olivine Barbour, under restrictions and 
subject to the foUowing conditions, namely — " These 
conditions being utterly to deprive Lawrence of all 
hope or chance of ever being a penny the better for 
his wife's property. 

He was "cut out" in fact, as he put it to Mr. Per- 
kins. Whereupon his kinsman remarked, — 

"I suppose you did not marry her for her money?" 

"No," answered Lawrence in his rage; "but, by — , 

if I had thought it would have been this way, I would 
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have asked the first beggar I met in the street to many 
me sooner than Mr. Sondes' niece." 

And he said hard tliings to Olivine herseif, who 
ran off straightway to Perey Forbes, asking him whether 
she could not give Lawrence the whole of her for- 
tune. 

"You cannot, Mrs. Barbour," he answered; "that 
was the reason of your uncle's will " 

**Poor uncle!" she exclaimed, and then feil to sob- 
bing, tili Percy wished there was no such thing as 
money in the world — at least "not for women to have 
to do with," he corrected himself. 

"I certainly think you ought to have had a por- 
tion of that money," he said to Lawrence on one oc- 
casion. 

"Among you, you have taken damned good care I 
should not be much the better for marrying an heiress," 
retorted Lawrence, who could be vehement enough 
now the drag on his temper was removed by Mr. Sondes' 
death •, and this idea was nourished by Etta Gainswoode, 
who, on the very day of the funeral, wrote entreating 
her old lover to come to her "immediately." 

"For my father has had a paralytic stroke," ex- 
plained the disü-acted fair; "and my husband is danger- 
ously ill. Come at once, if you can come at all." To 
which request Lawrence, nothing loath, acceded; and 
found, when he arrived at Mallingford, that Etta de- 
sired he should attend to numberless matters of busi- 
ness for her. 

"With all these companies, you see," she said, 
"my ^father is connected: you must keep matters 
rigbt for him tili be is a little better. Will you, for 
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tlie sake of old times?" she added, with the same 
bewitching smile, with the same irresistible manner, 
which had lured him on to destruction in days gone by. 

What passed at Mallingford between them, Olivine 
drove herseif almost wild by conjecturing; and yet it 
was all harmless enongh. 

A few words of hopeless attachment; a few sighs 
over the inevitable; a few words of sympathy; of ajiger 
at Mr. Sondes' injustice; of wonder at Olivine for not 
having insisted on things being different; a few kisses; 
a tender leave-taking: these were all; and yet, though 
all, these were snfficient for much härm to come out of 
them afterwards. 

A narrow hall may lead into a spacions house; 
through a very small crack, a great stream can forco 
its way. And so, perhaps, on the whole, Olivine had 
cause for her sleepless nights and anxious days. 

Even when a wife is loved, there is oftentime food 
for jealousy; and here the wife had never been loved, 
alas! for the young creature who was now, for the se- 
cond time, a mother. 

"And he has never seen you yet, darling," she 
sobbed over the child, another girl, who was bom whilo 
Lawrence still lingered on at Mallingford. 

"I wish it had. been a boy, for your sake,'^ she re- 
marked, deprecatingly, when at length he retnmed to 
Stepney Causeway. 

"What can it matter?" was the reply. "Son or 
daughter, your uncle has taken care they shall not go 
through life penniless." 

"And is it not a comfort to know they are amply 
provided for?" Olivine inquired, timidly. 

"Not to me," he answered; "it is never pleasant to 
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a man to feel wife and children are entirely independ- 
ent of him." 

And so the breach went on widening, from daj to 
d&jj and &om month to month. 

Lawrence would have nothing to do with the place 
at Grays; but, declaring he wonld rather live in his 
''own house," moved his wife änd family to Glou- 
cester Street, Portman Square, and only suffered 
Olivine to visit her property at rare and uncertain 
intervals. 

"I cannot think what has come to him," Mrs. Bar- 
bour remarked, over and over again, to Percy Forbes, 
who of necessity saw much of her in those days; "he 
seems so stränge and so altered; and I scarcely ever 
can get speaking to him, Mr. Forbes, he is so much 
occupied at your detestable refinery." 

"Pray do not call our gold mine ugly names," 
Percy entreated, and so tumed the conversation aside. 
Well he knew it was not business — at least, not any 
legitimate business — which kept Lawrence away 
from home, but rather in the momings Mr. Alwyn's 
affairs, and in the evenings Etta Gainswoode, who re- 
tumed to Hereford Street six months after Mr. Sondes' 
death, a wealthy, handsome widow. 

Those were the days in which Mr. Forbes found 
it no easy matter to agree with his partner Barbour, 
in which every new invention the mind of man de- 
vised was tried on the sugars in Goodman's Fields, and 
declared to have failed simply because Percy was 
Ignorant, or prejudiced, or old-fashioned , or a sim- 
pleton. 

"If I could have cleared off those mortgages," 
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Lawrence exclaimed one day, "you should have seen 
what pushing a business along really is." 

"I am quite satisfied with the trade we are doing, 
if you would but let well alone,'' answered bis 
partner. 

"Becanse you are content to drone on all your 
life, making just enougb to buy butter for your bread. 
As for me, I must make some cbange. I cannot go 
on feeling my wife is riclier tban myself — feeling 
this cursed concern will never give me the cbance of 
growing wealtby like otber men. Look at Mr. Alwyn; 
why he has coined, literally coined, the last üve years; 
and if I had the value of my share here I could do as 
well. I wish I was clear of this concern." 

"You can be clear in a week," answered Percy 
Forbes. "Lately it has not been either any great 
pleasure or any great help having you for a partner. 
Excepting to interfere, and cause some disagreement, 
you have never for months past entered the place. I 
told you how it would be before I ever left Eeach 
Works; but you refused to listen to any objection. 
Now that I am here, however — now that I have put 
every sixpence I possess in the world into the concern, 
and given my time and labour to extending our con- 
nection, I have no Intention of giving up the place to 
you. If you are not satisfied with the amount of pro- 
fits we divide — if you think you can do better with 
your money elsewhere — take your money and go. 
Only, if you decide to stay, I teil you I will not have 
the method of manufacture changed every week. You 
are a very clever man, I know, but, upon my soul, it 
has seemed to me lately that you are a clever mau 
gone mad." 

The Bace/or WtiUtlu U. "^ 
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"Do jou mean to say you could pay me out?" 
asked Lawrence, ignoring the latter part of Mr. Forbes' 
sentence. 

"Yes, within a week.'' 

"With my wife's money, I suppose," conjectured 
Lawrence, with a bitter oaüi. "Yon did a fine thing 
for yourself when you dictated the terms of tliat 
will , and got the entire control of Mrs. Barbour'ß 
fortune." 

Very deliberately Percy Forbes rose from bis desk, 
and seized bis partner by the throat. 

"Will you apologise?" he said; and he shook Law- 
rence as a dog might shake a rat 

"No," Lawrence gasped, and he Struck Percy a 
blow across the face with all bis might. 

"Take the consequences, then," answered the other, 
and he dragged bim out of the counting-house and 
down the steps leading into the yard, and along the 
yard towards the great gates. 

"Open them," said Mr. Forbes, addressing one of 
the workmen, and pointing to the gates. 

"Do at your peril," shouted Lawrence, struggling 
to release himself from Percy's grasp. 

By this time nearly every person employed on the 
premises bad rushed down into the yard to see what 
was the matter, and a dozen people now sprang for- 
ward to do Percy's bidding. 

"Are you all cowards?" cried Lawrence; "don't 
you see the fool is killing me?" and he made another 
desperate effort, whilst a few of the men came forward 
to bis assistance. 

"Stand back," cried Percy, at this juncture. "Stand 
/back, I am not burtiug bim-, though if I were, he 
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wonld be only getting bis deserts;" and as he spoke 
he dragged him on over the stones towards the gates, 
which were now unlocked. 

"Gro for the policel" ordered Lawrence. 

"Go for them yourself," retorted Percy, "and re- 
member it is only for your wife's sake I have refrained 
from kicking you off the premises;" and with that he 
pushed his partner into the street, and closed the gates 
upon him. 

"Give me the keys," he said. "Now, where is 
Flynton?" 

With a pale, scared fece, the foreman stepped for- 
ward. 

"Stop all work as soon as possible," went on Mr. 
Forbes, "and let the men go home. The Refinery is 
closed tili some arrangement about its fature manage- 
ment can be come to between Mr. Barbour and me." 

Never in Goodman^s Fields had any occurrence 
— not even a murder — taken place which caused so 
mach excitement as this qnarrel at the Eagle Befinery. 
At least a hundred versions of it were circnlated; and 
many men, honourable and of good standing in the 
Cit}', came to remonstrate with Percy Forbes on the 
scandal he had occasioned, and offering to try to ar- 
range matters (as they put it) between him and his 
partner. 

To these friendly offers, however, Percy retumed 
but one answer: he was sorry for his violence, but yet, 
under similar provocation, he could not say that he 
should not again aet in a similar manner. If Mr. 
Barbour were wiUing to . mizmet* bis words, he, Mr. 
Forbes, would apolc^ise &r •-« he had employed ; 

but fellow werken ihey ) more. 
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He was perfecüy willing to submit the whole case 
to arbitration, and eitber leave tbe concem altogetber, 
or eise pay Mr. Barbour wbatever snm tbe gentlemen 
tbey might respectively name sboald consider fisdr. 

He feit it was a bad business, bat be considered 
what bad occurred unavoidable. He bad never wisbed 
to go into partnersbip witb Mr. Barbour, but tbe tbing 
was forced on bim. He bad no objection to sbake 
bands witb bis late partner, bat be tbougbt bis lata 
partner would greatly object to sbake bands witb 
bim. 

In tbis last snpposition, bowever, Percy foand be 
was mistaken. Inflnenced probably by tbe advice of 
friends, and by the intense desire be feit to stand well 
in tbe opinion of City circles, Lawrence, after some 
time, agreed to go tbrongb tbe ceremony of reconcilia- 
tion. He witbdrew the accusation which had irritated 
Mr. Forbes; and Mr. Forbes, on bis part, expressed bis 
regret for having given way to temper. Then Sir 
Thomas Jonson, Knigbt and Wharfinger, in whose 
office these little amenities took place, entreated bis 
dear young friends to sbake bands, which bis friends 
did , very much after the fashion of two children wbo 
bave been threatened witb condign punishment if they 
reftise to kiss and be good. 

How far tbis reconciliation was to be relied on may 
nevertheless be guessed from two or three words that 
passed between the pair while they walked together 
through the outer office. 

" You bave \ beaten me so far , I suppose you 

tbink," Lawrence said, in a low angry whisper; "but 

^ave got my bead now, thank Heaven, and we 
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shall see which of us will reach the winniug-post 
first." 

"Is it a challenge?" asked Percy fiercely. 

"If you like to take it so," was the reply. 

"And the bet?" demanded the other. 

He never could teil what made the words pass his 
lips, but they did for all that 

" My life against a thousand pounds," retorted Law- 
rence. 

"What may you estimate the value of yonr life 
at?" demanded Percy. 

"Not much; but just at this much — I will either 
die or win." 

"I wish you would die," thought Percy Forbes, 
after they paxted; "and as for the winning-post, you 
have got my prize already." 

From that moment, however, the two men worked 
as they had never worked before. The Eagle Refinery 
was almost forced to retum higher profits than had 
hitherto been the case. The Distaff Yard concem was 
driven along the road to wealth — • fresh blood being 
infused into it by increased capital, by ceaseless supei> 
Vision. 

Even Mr. Perkins began in those days to dream 
dreams; and taking up his parable, prophesied about 
his dying a great man yet 

And not in Distaff Yard only did Lawrence make 
himself busy. He had got his head, so he said, and 
as a spirited'horse relp" «» control gallops madly 

on over every obstü iays Lawrence ran 

a course of specol« h nothing but his 

own clear intellee^ severanc^^ '«xä. 

his amazing good wjä^\ßss^'^^^^" 
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Where other riders woald have been afraid to leap, 
he still came down sound and prosperous on the other 
ßide. His house in Gloucester Street was the resort of 
men who had schemes to float, of capitalists who de- 
ßired to make their hundreds of thousands more. 

It was a mad life, bnt one just suited to Lawrence's 
nature for all that. 

He could see the growth of his wealth, could teil 
the extent of his gains from day to day, almost from 
hour to hour. Never but once did he get a check. 
There came a sudden call for money, and every 
hundred he had was locked up fast. 

"I think Olivine could get the amount I need for 
me, if she liked," he thought; and accordingly he 
jumped into a hansom cab and drove off to the Fen- 
church Street Station, whence he took train for Grays, 
anathematising the slow rate at which the engine 
steamed along as it lingered along the marshes and 
stopped at every little village by the way. 

Gerrard's Hall lay back in the country some miles 
from Grays, and after he left the train, Lawrence had 
first to wait for a fly being got ready, and then to 
endure that tranquil, lame mode of progression which 
cid country horses delight in — tili, his patience being 
at length exhausted, he stopped the conveyance, and 
saying he could walk quicker, alighted and pursued 
the remainder of the distance on foot 

Although Lawrence had never liked Gerrard's Hall, 
it was a very lovely residence, with long avenues of 
trees stretching away over the park, with sunny gardens, 
with sloping lawns, with great vistas of wildemess and 
pasture, where cattle grazed in a State of perfect hap- 
piness and pcace; and something of all this Struck him, 
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perhaps, as he entered the domain, and contrasted the 
silence and repose around with the din and turmoil of 
the great city he had just left. 

In one of the grassy avenues he beheld Olivine 
and the children, who, at sight of their father, broke 
out into tumultuous screams of delight, and rushed to- 
wards him at the top of their speed. They were both 
such tiny creatures that Olivine could have kept up 
with them easily, had she chosen to do so, but the 
days were gone in which she had hastened to meet her 
husband. There had come that between them which 
was breaking her heart — knowledge on her part of 
his utter want of ajffection for her — of his devoted 
attachment to another woman. 

He had said hard things to her — he had been 
cruel and unkind; he had told her how little it signified 
to him where she lived, since by her senseless jealousy 
she banished the only friends he had in the world 
from his house. She had wept her tears, she had made 
her protest; when he did at intervals come to Ger- 
rard's Hall, there was no companionship nor con- 
fidence between them. 

"It will all come right, some day," Percy Forbes 
assured her-, but -she had almost ceased hoping that 
Lawrence would ever be kind and tender to her 
again. 

And yet as she drew nearer to the place where he 
stood caressing his children, a sudden ray of sunshine 
feil across her heart He came forward with such a 
pleasant smile, his manner was so almost loving; he 
looked around the lawn, with so duuaged and altered 
an expression, that the jonog tldiig^s hetrt beat faster, 
thinking Percy's words woe «roiu io eome trae at 
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last — that Lawrence was getting tired of stxange 
homes and stränge faces, and had come back to her to 
rest. 

"Lawrence, lam so glad to see yon," she ventured; 
"I have been so lonely. It is three whole weeks since 
you were down before — three whole weeks, my 
darling,^' and she slipped her band into his, and looked 
up in his face with tears in her eyes, and nestled close 
to him in a manner half confiding, half fearM; while 
he answered — 

"Well, it shall not be three weeks again, Olivine." 
At which assnrance she smiled hopefally, and carrying 
his band to her lips, kissed it, spite of his re- 
monstrances , and complimentary assurance, that for 
her to touch his band with her lips was but wasting 
their sweetness. 

And the snnshine lay in great patches on the grass, 
and the trees waved their branches over the pair, and 
the children toddled on together hand-in-hand towards 
the house, and Olivine's soul was so füll of happiness, 
she scarce knew how to contain herseif. 

"Will you send the children away, Olivine?" he 
Said, as they entered the pleasant drawing-room , with 
its wonderful ceiling, and gilt and painted coats-of-arms 
which had Struck Mr. Sondes' fancy more than any- 
thing eise about the house — "I want to speak to you 
particularly." 

"What is the matter — is anything wrong?" she 
asked, moving towards the bell-rope; there came a 
sudden cloud across the sky at the moment — the sun 
went in — and it seemed to Olivine at the same time 
that the gladness faded out of her heart likewise. "Is 
anything wrong?'' 
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"No," he answered; "only I want you to do me a 
favour." 

"It is money, then?" she said; and she bade the 
cbildren nm away to meet their nnrse, while she her- 
seif recrossed the room, and, taking a chair near her 
husband, waited to hear what he needed. 

"A mere trifle," he told her. "She conld get 
Forbes to seil out for a short time. She should have 
the whole amount back in three months at latest, and 
it would be the greatest comfort to him possible — 
prevent bis having to make any sacrifice to raise the 
reqnired sum." And so he ran on, rapidly and kindly 
enough, while she listened like one in a dream, with 
one thought beating into her brain, tili she feit almost 
mad: "He wonld not have come had he not needed 
this money. He would not have come." And when 
he ended — when he paused for her to answer, out 
of her very disappointment there came the cry, " Oh ! 
I wish I had never had a penny in the world, then I 
might have been married for myself , and not for my 
fortune." 

"And who dare say I married you for your fortune?" 
demanded Lawrence. 

"I do," she retumed; "I say you never loved me. 
I say you like the very ground another woman walks 
on. I say you have been repenting your marriage to 
me every day since she was left a widow, and that I 
would rather you went and lived with her altogether 
than only come to me when you want something — 
than only speak kind words to me when you have an 
object to gain." 

"Have I not wamed you, Olivine, that I do not 
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choose Mrs. Gainswoode^s name to be mentionod be- 
tween us?" he asked, stemly. 

^^Yes; but I sball mention it if I choose, and I 
shall say what I please conceming her. She has taken 
you from me; whatever poor measure of love you once 
gave me she has stolen away. If she had let you 
alone, I think you might have loved me — I think 
you might." 

"You are a reasonable woman," remarked her hus- 
band; "and you evince at times a charming temper. 
This storm is apparehtly about nothing except the few 
thousands of which I stand in need — a trumpery sum 
that, if I were to go and ask Mrs. Gainswoode to 
advance me, she would seil her jewels rather than 
refuse." 

"Then you had better go and ask her," retorted 
Olivine; "for you know it is not in my power to give 
or to withhold. If you think Mrs. Gainswoode so 
much more liberal than your own wife, why do you 
come to me at all? why do you not stay with her en- 
tirely?" 

"Do you know what you are saying, Qlivine?" he 
inquired; "do you not know that, let our married life 
have been miserable as it may, I have at any rate re- 
mained faithful to you?" 

"Then you might as well not have been faithful," 
Olivine answered. 

"That is what I have often thought myself," he 
replied; and he left the room and the house, and went 
straight back to London. 

It was some time before Olivine could realise to 

herseif that he was actually gone; but when she had 

«rched the house and the grounds, and heard more- 
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over from one of the men that he had met Mr. Barbour 
half-way on liis road to Grays, a temble repentance 
came over her, and she sent a special messenger off to 
town with two notes, one for Percy Forbes, praying 
him to come to her — another to Lawrence, saying 
she was sorry, and begging him to retum. 

When the messenger retumed, he said both Mr. 
Forbes and Mr. Barbour were out, but that he had 
left the notes. 

Next day Mr. Forbes appeared at Gerrard's Hall, 
listened to all Olivine had to say, and then remarked, 
he was willing to do what he could, but that he thought 
all their endeavours would be useless, as he understood 
Lawrence had gone to Paris to seek the assistance of 
some great capitalist with whom he was connected. 

Li the middle of their conversation Mrs. Perkins 
was announced; she came in weeping, and caUed 
Olivine a "poor dear" and an "innocent lamb." She 
kissed her very vehemently, and then sat down and 
sighed. Utterly regardless of Mr. Forbes' presence, 
and of the signs that gentleman was making to her, 
she Said she had come out straight away because she 
thought it would be a comfort to Mrs. Barbour's poor 
'art to have somebody she could speak to. 

"And I can assure you, my dear, we all feels for 
you," went on this Job's comforter. "When 'Enery 
Beeves told Josiah about it, he went out of the yard 
like a man possessed.^' 

"Will you teil me what you are talking f 
Perkins?" asked Olivine. "Mr. Forbes, wi 
matter — has Mrs. Perkins gone mad?" 

"No, my dear, I ain't mad, though Im 
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for your sake," Mrs. Perkins made answer, thougk 
Percy Forbes motioned her not to speak. 

"And so you don't know, you poor lamb, with a 
conple of, so to say, fatherless childr^? My dear, 
your hnsband's off to France with Mrs. Gainswoode." 

"It is not true!" Olivine cried, rising, as thougb 
she could refute tbe slander better standing. 

"Well, if it ain't, tben all I can say is 'Enery 
Reeves saw tbem going off by the Dover and Calais 
express, first-class with bis own two eyes." 

"And with all my beart and soul, tben, I wisb be 
liad been bom blind," exclaimed Percy, as be caugbt 
Olivine in bis arms. "Sbe bas fainted," be added. 

"Poor dear, sbe'll bave to come out of tbat and 
know tbe worst," moralised Mrs. Perkins; and Mrs. 
Perkins' propbecy proved true. Olivine bad to come 
back to life and face tbe long, lonely, bopeless montbs, 
during wbicb sbe beard notbing of Lawrence -^ during 
wbicb sbe lived in desolate state in tbe bome her uncle's 
wealtb bad provided for her. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

Might have been expeeted. 

Time went by, and still there came to Gerrard's 
Hall no tidings of Lawrence Barbour. Had bis place 
never known bim — had he never married a wife -— 
had cbildren never been bom to bim, he could not 
bave dropped out of bis old haunts more completely. 

Never in banks or warebouses was he now beheld; 
never did he bend bis steps due East and hold di£h 
course with Mr. Perkins about the best means to cbeat 
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the analyzers — about the safest mode of manufactur- 
ing some fresh counterfeit. ^ 

When he had to come into the City he drove there 
in a brougham, and hurried from carriage to office like 
a man in dread of being arrested. When he walked 
about the West End, he chose un^quented streets and 
silent Squares. Had it been possible f'or him to avoid 
doing 80, not an hour would he have stayed on Eng- 
lish ground. 

Abroad he could forget his sin; at home it seemed 
continually to be staring him in the face. "You have 
deserted your wife!" the very newsboys seemed to 
shout in his ear. "What about Olivine?" his con- 
science never ceased whispering; "is this the way in 
which you fulfil your promise? Do you forget it? 
You Said you would be all to her — all her dead uncle 
was. How long is it since you have seen your wife? 
How long is it since you have heard from her? What 
is she doing — what is she thinking — what is she 
sufFering?" and then Lawrence tumed fiercely on his 
second seif, and bade it be still. "She is happier with- 
out me," he decided. "She has her fortane — her 
children. If she wanted to hear from me, she would 
write; as it is, not a line — no, not one." 

After awhile the whim seized him that he would 
go and see his father — the old man whom he had 
long neglected, and he started accordingly for Malling- 
ford, only to find when he arriTed there the Glay 
farm-house shut, and no oat t except a care- 

taker. -«^ V 

"Mr. Barbonr was goBl "«id; "gone 

with a young lady dreflie& who came 

down one day and penmiKl« k to Lon- 
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don with her. Mr. Barbour had been very ill," the 
man further informed Lawrence, "and my Lord Lallard 
had ridden over to inquire abont him regulär, and had 
sent his own carriage to take him and the yonng lady 
to the Station." 

"And my brother?" Lawrence inqnired. 

"He was here in the summer time, sir, but I have 
not Seen him since. They do say as how he is going 
to be married, but like as not it is only talk." 

"Why was I not told of my father's illness and 
removal?" Lawrence angrily exclaimed. 

"I am sure I cannot teil, sir," answered the man; 
" only I did hear him say something about casting you 
off as he did the earth of Mallingford. He was in a 
terrible State, but the young lady cried and took on so 
dreadfol, that he gave in at last; and that was all, sir 
— that was all, indeed." 

Having culled which pleasant herbs to flavour the 
dish of his life for a day or two, Lawrence walked 
back to the Station, where he met Lord Lallard face 
to face. 

There had been a time when his Lordship would 
have greeted his old acquaintance cordially, but now 
he merely bowed coldly to the younger man, and 
sedulously avoided taking his seat in the carriage Law- 
rence selected; while the Eector, who came bustling on 
to the platform a few minutes before the train started, 
and exchanged confidences with Lord Lallard before 
subsiding into a secpnd-class compartment, as befitted 
his means rather than his inclination, declined to see 
his old pupil at all. Lawrence, as a repentant pro- 
digal, might have been not merely tolerated, but con- 
sidered interesting. The picture of a sinner eatiiif 



MIGHT HAVE BEEN EXPECTED. 287 

hnsks and tending swine, clothed in vile raiment, has 
ever had charms for those who are averse to the idea 
of vice lording it in purple and fine linen; but this 
sinner not merely was above husks, but travelled first- 
class, and had bis "Times" and a railway rüg, and 
bappened to be very well clad indeed : for all of whicb 
reasons the Rector feit it bis duty to pass bim by, and 
Lawrence never blamed bim for his neglect. 

He picked no quarrel with the world in those days 
for its treatment of bim. Ratber, perhaps, thougb 
its coldness was as salt rubbed into an open wound, 
be thonght better of the world than be had ever 
done. 

For the first time in his life, he fonnd that money 
was not everything — that it could not pnrchase every- 
tbing — that althougb it might gild the exterior of vice, 
it could not, in the eyes of honest men and women, 
make vice appear like virtue. 

Now he was wealtby — now he was regarded by 
commercial circles as one of fortune's favourites. Since 
be parted Company with Percy Forbes be had touched 
notbing but what repaid bim three or four hundred per 
cent. At last he had found the true El Dorado — the 
alcbemist^s secret. Under his touch, the most unpromis- 
ing ventures became perfect mines of gold. He was 
regarded as a lucky man — one of those with wbom 
the former Rothschild would have loved to be associated. 
Speculators sought bim, capitalists bore him off in 
triumph to dinner, clerks were deferential to him, plod- 
ding business-folks discoursed to one «nother of Law- 
rence Barbour's rise, and sighed. How he had entsred 
London at twenty without a sovereign in hif f*««^** 
and risen long before middle age to the positii 
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attained — these things were talked of in omnibus or 
steamer, in connting-houses and coffee-rooms; and yet 
— the old friends who had given him their hands and 
bade him God speed in the days of bis struggling ap- 
prenticesbip to business, would scarcely acknowledge 
bim now. 

He bad sinned, and not even bis reputed wealtb 
could Cover tbat sin away from tbe sigbt of tbose in 
wbose eyes most of all be desired to stand well. 

Tbese tbings passed tbrongb Lawrence's mind as 
tbe train steamed ont of tbe Station, and sped away 
past Mallingford End, and so on to London. 

Tbere were two strangers in tbe same compartment 
witb bim wbo bad joumeyed from furtber down tbe 
line, and wben tbe woods of Mallingford came in sigbt, 
tbe pair began talking of tbe property and its recent 
occupier. 

Tbe Barbours, Mr. Alwyn, Mr. Gainswoode, all tbese 
persons were discussed as people do discuss sucb matters, 
heedless of wbo may be listening; and by degrees tbe 
talk came round to tbe cbild minor and Mrs. Gainswoode 
berself. 

Tben Lawrence's own name was mentioned. Read- 
ing tbe Times witb apparent interest, be beard bis rise 
described, bis position canvassed. Tbere were bard 
tbings Said of bim, and barder of Etta. At tbe moment 
be would bave given all be was wortb to bave possessed 
courage sufficient to say, "I am Lawrence Barbour, and 
I warn you, at your peril, to speak anotber word against 
Mrs. Gainswoode;" but be could not do it; and at last 
tbe conversation drifted to otber snbjects nntil Sbore- 
ditcb was reacbed and tbe passengers disappeared, some 
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in cabs, some on foot, some by omnibus, to their re- 
spective destinations. 

Never before, perhaps, had Lawrence feit such a 
repngnance to retuming home, and for this reason, 
rejecting all offers of conveyance, he crossed Shore- 
ditch, and, railway-rug on arm, walked slowly.along 
Wilson Street and made his way thence to Clerken- 
well, throngh which enlivening locality he was proceed- 
ing, when he met the last person he desired to see, 
er expected to see in snch a neighbourhood, face to 
face. 

"Good evening," said Percy Forbes, for the recog- 
nition was mutual as it was sudden, and he made a 
movement as though he intended to stop. 

" Good evening," muttered Lawrence Barbonr, quick- 
ening his pace and hurrying on. For a second Percy 
Forbes looked back after the retreating figure; but 
then he pursued his way Cityward. 

There is in Clerkenwell, just at the comer of Elm 
Street, a triangulär bit of ground, which, in common 
with the site occupied by the House of Correction is 
caUed, as if in a sort of ghastly jest, "Mount Pleasant" 
As he was crossing the open part of this triangle, Law- 
rence became conscious that some one was running 
behind him, and half tuming to see who the person 
in snch a horry might be, he again beheld lus old 
partner. 

"Give me a minnte, Barbonr |** Vtgtj entreated, 
and Lawrence agreeing, the pair tomei cnt of Übe re- 
gulär road and walked slowly togetber «n übm kft-hAnd 
side of the triangle. 

*'I want to ask yon something,** irent 

on, ''something that perhaps yon inH leas 

Th4 Rac* for WtaUh, IL 
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of mine. Did you get a letter from your wife, eitlier 
during the time you were abroad .or eise immediately 
after your return?" 

"No," Lawrence answered. 

"And yet slie sent you one. I posted it myself." 

"Where was it directed to?" 

" Gloucester Street." 

"Can you remember its contents?" 

"I did not see them; but I know a portion of the 
letter was to the effect that Mrs. Barbour thought some 
pecuniary arrangement of the kind you desired might 
be made, and that I was willing, so far as practicable, 
to meet her and your views." 

"You advised her to write, and offered to advance 
the sum required?" 

"On the contrary, it was only because of her grief 
and entreaties I yielded even to the extent I have 
mentioned." 

"You cannot teil me anything more which was in 
the letter?" 

"No; but she wrote a second and sent it by band, 
thinking, perhaps, the first had miscarried. After I 
passed you I thought I ought not to let the opportunity 
slip of knowing for certain whether either of the letters 
had reached you." 

**No," was the reply, "they never did — they never 
did." 

"May I teil her so?" 

"Yes, if you like." 

"Or will you write, and teil her yourself?" 
[J "No; it is too late, Forbes. It is all too late." 

"Your father is at Gerrard's j Hall now," Percy 
volunteered. 
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"So I understand," was Lawi-euce's comment; but he 
never asked if bis father were better; bow bis wife was; 
wbetber tbe cbildren were well. 

"Tben you bavo no otber message?" 

"None," Lawrence replied, and tbe two parted — 
Perey to pursue bis way to Goodman's Fields, and Law- 
rence to walk slowly onwards to tbe place be called bis 
bome. 

"I will not ask ber anytbing about it," be decided; 
'*sbe wonld lie to me; and wbat is tbe good of a scene? 
Tbere is no use in looking back; and, besides, if I 
bad got tbe letter, my road was tben cbosen past 
recall." 

Tbat was it; tbe road be bad traversed be could 
never retrace. And now, tbougb God knew be was 
sick of bimself and bis life, and tbe fetters be bad 
wovon around bis actions, yet be spoke but tbe simple 
trutb to Percy Forbes, wben be averred tbat tbe know- 
ledge was come to bim too late. 

Sbe bad woven ber mesbes round bim — be bad 
voluntarily walked into ber web, and tbere be must be 
content to abide. He could not leave Etta as be bad 
left Olivine. 

Tbey were very different women to bave to deal 
witb. Tbe wife was patient, and gontle, and sweet — 
the widow a very devil wben her temper was roused, or 
her will opposed. Beyond all things Lawrence bad 
leamed to dread a scene. Besides, as he said, wbat 
was the ose? Wbat indeedl 

Still time went hy, and to G^rrard's Hall came 
neither message nor letter. Percy Forbes bad told 
Olivine of bis interview with her husband, and for days 
afterwards sbe watche^ " äie arrival of the post with 

19* 
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sickening anxiety. "It will come to-day," slie tliought 
to herself each moming when she awoke; "it will come 
to-morrow" she said each night when she laid her head 
on the pillow; but the expected missive did not come 
for all that — neither in the day, nor on the morrow, 
nor in the forenoon, nor in the evening, came any 
tidings from the man she had loved so faithfuUy and 
so well. 

It was Summer again. Over the grass the lime 
trees traiied their long branches; down the glades the 
sheep browsed their fiU; by the lake, on which the 
water-lilies floated, were parterres fiUed with all the 
thousand-and-one flowers that open in the bright June 
weather — that go to make the June air rieh and 
heavy with all delicious odours; and yet there came no 
tidings to Qlivine, who, dressed still in mouming, . 
partly because her uncle's memory remained green in 
her heart, and greatly because she had no spirit to 
array ^herself in glad colours wliile her husband was 
absent, sat in the moming-room which commanded a 
view of the flower-garden and the smooth turf beyond 
— of the trees that further away skirted the domain, 
and of the road to London, along which her thoughts 
were ever wandering to the man who had deserted her. 

Beside one of the Windows stood Percy Forbes, with 
a wom weary look in his face, with a troubled ex- 
pression in his eyes. 

What he had come to be to her during that period 
of wearing suspense, I could scarcely teil; while what 
she had become to him, Percy himself was almost afraid 
to think. 

If a couple of days passed without his entering her 
sitting-room and occnpying his accustomed place, Olivine 
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grew restless and tinhappy. Once he had stayed away 
for a whole week : he made a vow to himself he would 
not see her so constantly; he swore to his own sonl he 
wonld keep out of the way of temptation and refrain 
from making her wretched; and the result was, that 
when they did meet, she told him with tears in her 
eyes how she thought everybody was deserting her, 
how if he forgot her in her tronble, she might as well, 
but for the children's sake, die at once. 

After that Percy Forbes took his resolution, and 
now Standing beside the window, he was considering 
how he should best say that which he wanted to say 
to her. 

"I will write to him once again," she resumed after 
a pause, in continuation of their previous conversation 
— "once again, and send it to his office, where that 
woman cannot tamper with his letters. Do you not 
think I might do so?" 

"There is nothing in the world to prevent your 
doing so," Percy answered. 

"Is it not the best course for me to pursue?" she 
pleaded gently, for his tone was not encouraging. 

"That depends entirely on what you mean to say 
in your letter," he replied. 

"I mean to ask him to come back," she said, with 
a terrible sorrow in her tone. "What eise can I say 
to him? He does not want money, he does not want 
me; yet still, for the sake of his children, perhaps — " 
she paused and looked in Percy's face, as though ex- 
pecting him to help her out with the remainder of her 
sentence; but finding he remained silent, "What would 
you say if you were in my place?" she added, "what 
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would you do if you were a woman, and Lawrence 
your husband?" 

"I would offer him a divorce," Percy answered, as 
he crossed the room and came close to the spot she 
occupied. "And that is what you ought to do, for 
your own sake, and his sake, and the sake of the 
children he has deserted." 

"No — No — NOI" she cried, in a gradual crescendo; 
and she stretched out her hands, as though to push the 
idea from her. 

"But I say yes," Percy persisted. "You ought to 
give him the chance of marrying Mrs. Gainswoode, and 
retrieving his position." 

"Do you think he would marry her?" Olivine in- 
quired, with a gasp of despair. Everything seemed 
going from her at the moment — life, and all it had 
once held for her, A wife, and yet a widow — a 
mother, and the father of her children the husband of 
another woman! she could not at once seize the whole 
horror of the idea Percy had put into her mind; but 
the horror overshadowed her, notwithstanding. "Do 
you mean to say you really believe I ought to leave 
him free — to marry her — to marry her?^^ 

He stood a little behind her chair, and never an- 
swered her by a word. 

"If I ought to do it, I will try," she went on, 
speaking in a faint low voice. "If you say it is right, 
I will try. I will think of it I cannot judge, it is so 
hard. Do not teil me it is right — to put all hope 
from me for ever." 

But still Percy made no reply. 

"Why do you not speak," she said, tuming «ind 
looking up in his face. "You told me I ought to give 
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bim a divorce, because then he could many Etta Gains- 
woode. Was not that it?" 

"Yes," — it seemed to her scarcely credible that 
it was Percy Forbes who answered, bis tone sounded 
so bard and constrained, — "because he could many 
Etta Gainswoode; and it is only fair to give bim tbe 
Chance of doing so, and also becanse then — " 

"Then what?" she asked. "Then — " 

Then came tbe answer so long withheld, not in 
any form of words, bnt in a mad passionate kiss. In 
an instant tbe barrier of years was broken down, and 
tbe love of tbe man^s beart found vent — tbe weir he 
bad erected to keep tbe waters from flooding her bappi- 
nessand making a wreck of tbe free intimacy, of tbe 
unreserved confidence, which bad subsisted between 
them, gave way, and tbe torrent of bis repressed aflPection 
bnrst from bis lips at last. 

Clasping her to bis heart, he told her all: how he 
bad loved her — how he bad always loved her — how 
he bad suffered — how he bad endured — how, so 
long as there was even a chance of Lawrence retuming 
to bis allegiance, he bad refrained — how, if she conld 
but obtain her freedom, he would devote bis life to her, 
tbe one only love of bis beart. So tbe flood of tbe 
poor sinner's passion poured over her, wbile she un- 
resistingly lay in bis arms, and listened like one in a 
dream, never striving to stem tbe stream — never 
trying to hinder bis kissing brow and cheek and lip 
tili at last — 

"Let me go," she said, and she covered her face 
with her hands, and feil a-weeping as thongb her beart 
would break. 

"God forgive you, Percy v Forbes!" she cried, 
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wonder, and these contradictioiis, Percy Forbes thought 
about subsequently at bis leisure in Goodman's Fields, 
tbongb tbere seemed notbing eitber stränge or miracnlons 
to bim in Olivine's condact at tbe time wben tbe scene 
I am trying to describe was enacting. 

Batber, on tbe contrary, penitence came more natural 
to bim tben, tban expostalation; to beg pardon seemed 
more proper tban to explain to Olivine tbe unreasonable- 
ness of ber expectations. 

"Forgive mel" be said, in answer to ber cry of 
bittemess; and be feil on bis knees and kissed tbe bem 
of ber garment 

"Forgive me, I bave sinned; but ob! Olivine, be 
merciful. Teil me wbat I can do for you now — bow 
I can serve you." 

"You can go," sbe said, and sbe drew ber dress 
from bis toucb, wbile sbe pointed to tbe door. 

"I obey," Percy answered, and be rose from tbe 
ground, and walked across tbe room, and grasped tbe 
bandle of tbe door to open it" 

"You bave been very good to me — " tbis sentence 
came to bim tbrougb tbe silence of tbat silent bouse. 
"You bave been very good to me; but you bave done 
wrong now," 

"I go to expiate tbat wrong in banisbment," be 
answered. 

"Don't part from me in anger," sbe said; "we bave 
been friends — we are friends, are we not?" 

"For ever," be replied — "tbougb perbaps we may 
never meet again;" and be would bave opened tbe 
door and walked fortb, but tbat of ber own free will 
sbe came towards bim, and put ber little band in bis, 
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and bade him "good-by," with the tears Streaming down 
her cheeks the while. 

Then he stooped to kiss the band she had given 
him, sorrowfolly, and saying — "I shall never come 
here more without your permission," left the room, 
passed through the hall, and walked out of the hall 
door, leaving Olivine alone! 



CHAPTEK XVIII. 

Beaten. 

SupposiNG (which is one of the nnlikeliest supposi- 
tions possible) an angel were to descend from Heaven, 
and take a walk down Cheapside on a muddy day, 
there can be little doubt but that the angelic pedestrian 
would find its equanimity discomposed when at night- 
fall it came to enqub'e into the condition of its wings. 

In the better land, neither taint nor seil could ever 
touch its snowy plumage; and, as it is with the angel's 
wings, so it is with many a woman's purity. 

She cannot endure that anght so gross as the dust 
of earth should sully the whiteness of her garments; 
she cannot bear that a breath should touch her; that 
aught of evil should brush garments with her; uncon- 
sciously almost she shrinks from contact with mortality, 
and at the first word of sin she recoils with horror. In 
the one case, it would be the angel accustomed to a 
land where dust, mud, water-carts, and Pickford's vans 
are not; in the other, it is simply that the woman does 
not know what the world is, nor of what materials the 
men and the women who make up the world are com- 
posed. 
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To some people it is a great shock to find, not 
merely that their neighbours are only mortal, but also 
that they themselves are capable of receiving splashes 
as they travel along the common highway of existence ; 
and to no person did the knowledge that she was but 
human, come with a greater shock than to OlivineBar- 
bour. 

About life she had never thought much; about the 
temptations to which in the course of life men and 
women are necessarily exposed, she had thought still 
less; but when, in the silence of her own Chamber, she 
recalled the passion of love which Percy Forbes had 
expressed for her, when she remembered all bis unself- 
ish devotion, all bis hopeless affection through the 
years, she shivered, and her heart grew still. 

Oh, Lord! how the man had loved her! and was 
it possible that all unknown to herseif she had loved 
him in retum? , 

Never a bitterer hour can come, I think, to a wo- 
man than the one which strikes when she discovers 
that in the very citadel of her purity — in the very 
innermost sanctuary of her holy temple, there has been 
lurking an enemy — there has been secreted a foe. 

From all advancing armies, from all besieging hosts, 
the city which Stands on a hill, which is surrounded by 
moat and wall, and fortified in anticipation of danger, 
may be held secure. But not so when there is a traitor 
at the gates, when there is a false friend to betray the 
weak point, to open the postem door, and let in one 
at a time the devil and bis legions. 

For what had passed between herseif and Percy 
Forbes, Olivine would have cared comparatively little 
save for this — she doubted herseif, doubted whether 
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But on this point her auditor proved inflexible. 
"Your name, ma*am, if you please?" he said, pausing 
on the first landing, and addressing her in a tone which 
admitted of no refusal. 

"Mrs. Barbour," Olivine replied, raising her head 
with a little defiant gesture, and colouring up to her 
temples while she spoke. 

"If you believe me," observed the butler, when de- 
scribing the seene subsequently for the edification of 
the servants' hall, "If you believe me, you might a 
knocked me down with a feather." 

"I wonder you could go through with it, Mr. Mos- 
ley," Said the lady's maid, prettily sympathising. 

"Well, you know, I had gone too far to recede," 
remarked Mr. Mosley. "So I flung open the drawing- 
room door, and threw the name, *Mrs. Barbour,' into 
it just like a shell a-bursting." 

"Oh, lorl" ejaculated the maid, "and what hap- 
pened then?" 

"What happened then, Miss White, I regret as it 
aint in my power to inform you, for I had to shut the 
door again, and leave them to their sorrow." 

Whereupon the assembled ladies expressed their re- 
gret at so interesting a narrative being so brief, and 
solaced themselves, in the absence of actual informa- 
tion, by imagining all sorts of violence and denuncia- 
tion. 

"I am sure I wonder she did not clawer her eyes 
out," ßuggested the upper housemaid, who had been 
crossed in love, and was afflicted with a violent temper. 

"She didn't look one of the sort for that," remarked 
Mr. Mosley. 

"Poor thing, I do feel for her," declared the cook. 
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"I wonder what she said to him;" and then all the 
Company generally, wondered too. 

What Olivine said, however, was simply this: "Mrs. 
Gainswoode, will you allow me to speak with my hus- 
band alone for a few minutes?'* 

**Certainly, my dear," acquiesced Mrs. Gainswoode, 
and she went out by one door, and, entering the back 
drawing-room by another, listened throngh the heavy 
curtains to all Olivine had come to say. 

"If you are here to reproach me — " were the first 
words Mrs. Gainswoode heard spoken; to which the wife 
replied : 

"I am not going to reproach yoa; if you — if you 
are happy, I will try to be content I have come to 
strive to make you happier.» I am told I ought to give 
you the chance of marrying the — the — woman you 
love better than me. If you teil me you would like a 
divorce, I will strive to get one — I will." 

She stood in the middle of the room a couple of 
yards away from him and uttered the foregoing sen- 
tence like a child repeating a lesson. 

"Who put that into your mind, Olivine?" asked 
her husband. 

"Never mind who put it there — it is there," she 
replied. "I would do anything to make you happy — 
anything to keep you from sin — even that — for I 
have loved you, Lawrence — though you may not 
think it — I have loved you better than my life." 

*"Then you do not love me now, Olivine?" he 
said. 

"What can it matter whether I do or not?" was 
her answer. "You never loved me." 

"Did I not?" he interrupted. 
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"You never loved me," slie went on unheeding, 
"you loved Etta Alwyn, you loved Mrs. Gainswoode. 
Marry her now if you like. I will free you from me, 
if I can; only teil me wliat you wish, and I will 
do it." 

"How are the children, Olivine?" he asked ab-- 
ruptly. 

"They are quite well," she answered quietly enough, 
but her voice was füll of tears. 

"They have forgotten me, I suppose?" 

"Come home and try whether they have?" she 
Said. 

"Then it is not for your own sake you want this 
divorce?" he suggested. 

"Mine, Lawrence?" she repeated, "mine?" 

"You would marry again, Olivine," he remarked, 
but she only shook her head sorrowfdlly, and an- 
swered, "No, I never could." 

"If you wish to free yourself from me," he said, 
after a pause, "do so; I have deserved it." 

"But do you want to be free?" she enquired. 

"No, Olivine, I do not," he answered; "though I 
shall never come back — though I have sinned too 
deeply ever to retum, I do not wish it; but you ought 
to have liberty; it is for you to decide." 

"No," she answered, "it is not — it is not^," and 
there ensued a silence which was passed in bitter 
thought by both. 

Then the wife, moving a step or two nearer the 
door, said, "Perhaps you will write and let me 
know?" 

"Blnowl Know about what?" he enquired. 

"About what you wish me to do;" and she stood 
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irresolate for a mome:-- "Are vou qui"^ wellr" was 
her next quesdon. 

"Bcttcr dum I de=<rrve v« b«." he replied: and 
there ensaed another p^uise. 

"I mnst go now." »he said. ac length. and she 
came qaite elo^ ap to him and tonched his band. 
"Grood by, Lawrence. Yoa know I wrote :o von 
abont that money, do von not? Yen know I was 
aorry tor what I said. Good bjl" 

"Good by!" He =Dv>ped forward. and wonld have 
kissed her, bat she drew back. 

"Has it come to tbat?" he exclaimed. "Has it 
come to that?^ and he dropped her band and leaned 
hiB head forward on the chimneypiece, beside which 
he was Standing. 

Steadily and resolutely enongh Olivine walked to 
tlie door, bat there she pansed and looked back. Let 
him be what he wonld to Etta, she conld not leave 
him thos. 

"Lawrence!" the dear band was on his shonlder, 
the sweet eyes pleading for a glance. ^'Lawrence!" 
and she pnshed his fingers from before his face, and 
kiflsed her hnsband as thoagh she were parting firom 
him for erer. After that, and as if distmsting her 
own resolntion, she left the room and the honse. 

"He will write to me now," she thought; but the 
days passed by and still no letter came to Grays. 
What a miserable time that proved to Oli^-ine, with 
Percy in banishment, and without a soul to whom she 
conld confide her sorrows and perplexities ! 

"He may come back," she thouglit; but Lawrence 
did not come back; and so two months fled hy, 
bringing with them no tidings of her liusband, cx- 

Tk$ Baes /mr WmUH. JI. -^ 
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cept at length a vague rumour tbat he and Etta had 
quarrelled, and that he was residing in Gloucester 
Street alone. 

Soon after, Percy Forbes ascertained for certain he 
and Etta were separated. From Mr. Perkins he leamed 
Lawrence had repeated Olivine's offer to Mrs. Gains- 
woode, who treated it with contemptnons scom. "Marry, 
indeed!" ehe echoed, "when every Shilling I have in 
the wcrtPid goes from me if I take to myself a seeond 
hnsband. Marry! — no, let Olivine have a chance 
of marrying Percy Forbes, if you like; bnt do not 
talk about matrimony and nonsense to me!" 

"I have enongh for both," he replied. 

"That is fortunate for yon, bnt I confess I like 
something more substantial to depend on than shares 
in all sorts of companies. It is very profitable while 
the companies are good for anything, doubtless, but I 
have seen so much of business ups and downs, that, 
now I am independent of trade, I should like to keep 
so, thank you. The piain English of Olivine's offer 
is that she wants to marry Percy Forbes, and I can 
only say, considering how kind and attentive you have 
been to her, and how fond he was of her, and the 
State of Arcadian innocence in which you all dwelt 
together, I wonder she did not give you grounds for a 
divorce long ago." 

Which speech merely proved the first of a series of 
Speeches that led at length to serious quarreis, and 
subsequently to a final breach. 

In a fit of temper Etta left Gloucester Street, and 
to Gloucester Street Lawrence swore she should never 
return. Intelligence of this rupture Percy communi- 
cated by letter to Mrs. Barbour. 
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"He is certain to come back now," she decided, 
and she tossed the baby, as her youngest child was 
still called, np in the air, and bade the litüe creature 
clap her hands and say, "Papa 'ill soon be home; 
papa 'ill soon bo home," as well as its lisping tongne 
was able. 

"Has papa been very far away, mamma?" asked 
Maude, a thoughtful, old-fashioned child, who wonder- 
fally resembled the earlier Olivine of this story. 

"Yes, my pet — he has been very far away — 
very, very far indeed," answered the poor mother; and 
she looked with a strained wistful glance over the 
landscape, thinking the while of that very far joumey 
into the domains of sin which Lawrence had taken. 

"Will he come to-day, mamma?" 

"To-morrow, love — I hope, to-morrow;" but the 
morrows were metamorphosed into to-days and yester- 
days, and still Lawrence did not retum to Gerrard's 
Hall. 

All in vain Olivine wrote to him. No reply was 
vouchsafed; and the wife, whose heart was almost 
broken, grew pale and thin and wom with watching 
for the husband who never came, with listening for the 
sound of feet that had, as she thought, forgotten the 
very road to her home. 

In her despair, she at length appealed to Lawrence's 
father. "Will you go and make inquiry about him?" 
she asked; and, after some demnr, Tilbt. Barbonr, senior, 
agreed to seek out bis 80ii| pfovijt Mr. Perkins bore 
him Company. 

"You need not go a stap "von choose 

to do so," Said that gentlemii ibonr laid 

the State of the case oat fiir 1 in Distaff 
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Yard. "Lawrence is very ill indeed, and bis business 
has all gone to the devil together." 

"What do you mean — has he had any losses?" 

"He has lost everything, sir; we have lost every- 
thing, and I am a beggar." 

At which point Mr. Perkins fairly broke down and 
cried like a woman. 

"It is hard to begin life again at my age," he 
remarked, while Mr. Barbour, with a vague desire to 
be sympathetic, and yet philosophical, stood patting 
him on the back, observing at Üie same time "I had 
always said no good could come of business; I woidd 
have nothing to do with it for the fature, Mr. Perkins. 
If you take my advice you will buy a nice little piece 
of land and occupy yourself in farming. There is 
money to be made by farming;" went on the childish 
old man, "though I never made anything by it myself, 
still I am told some people do, and it is so much nicer 
in every way than trade," he continued, maundering 
on tili Mr. Perkins' entreaties that he would not pour 
water on a drowned rat, brought him to the considera- 
tion at once of his kinsman's misfortunes and bis son's 
reverses. 

"I suppose Lawrence feels it very much," he 
suggested. 

"Peels it — I should think so — it will kill him: 
that is about the sum total of the matter," retumed 
Mr. Perkins, savagely, and then he rose, — observing 
if Mr. Barbour wanted to go to Gloucester Street, he 
was ready to accompany him. 

"I — I — think I had better retum to Grays 
And acqui^t his wife," hesitated Mr. Barbour. 

For a moment Mr. Perkins looked at the man who 
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made this speech in utter amazement, then he said, 
"Of conrse you can do as you Kke," — and toming 
on bis heQl left Mr. Barbour to make bis way out of 
tbe yard as best be migbt. 



CHAPTEB XIX. 

After the Raoe. 

EvERYTHiNa Mr. Perkins stated was correct. Tbere 
is many a borse tbat bas been bopelessly beaten even 
witbin sigbt of tbe winning post; many a steeplecbase 
bas been lost at tbe last leap; many a gallant sbip bas 
fonndered witbin sigbt of land; and many a man bas 
been beggared wben fortane^s riebest gifts were almost 
witbin bis grasp. 

Tbe blow bad fallen snddenly at last, but to Law- 
rence it was not quite unexpected. Witb striving after 
too mucb be bad finally got bis bnsiness into sucb a 
State tbat failnre in one venture meant failnre in all. 
Tbe proximate cause of bis ruin was a brace of dis- 
bonoured bills tbat bad been accepted by men wbom 
be considered ^^good as tbe Bank of England," tbat be 
bad pa;d away, and tbat be found bimself unable to 
take np. 

In tbis difficulty be applied to a friend for assist- 
ance, and tbe friend promised to try, and not merely 
promised, but really did try to sucb good purpose tbat 
before a week be appeared in Lawrence's office witb 
tbe desired amount in bis pocket-book. 

"Tbank you all tbe same, Wrangbam," Lawrence 
remarked, "but it is too late now. Tbe Britisb and 
Continental Provision Company is gone to-day, and 
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ihe Oonqueror Fire and Life Office must close to- 
morrow. The hüls were trouble enough, as I thought, 
but they are as nothing to these Companies — nothing. 
The great things of to-day will be the trifles of to- 
morrow. That is a comfort to remember, at any rate. 
Take back your money, Wrangham, it is very kind of 
you, but I do not need it now." 

"Do you mean to say, Barbour, you are going to 
throw up the cards in that way — you of all men?" 
asked the other in amazement 

"Ah! my boy," was the reply, "when the trumps 
are all gone what is the use of continuing the game?** 

"And your works in Distaff Yard?" 

"For God's sake don't speak to me about them," 
Lawrence exclaimed. "If anything tums out wrong 
there I shall go mad; as it is, my head feels on fire." 

"If you do not take care of yourself you will be 
laid up," remarked Mr. Wrangham, and his words 
proved prophetic 

Before the week was over, Lawrence could not 
leave his bed, and when the final crash came he was 
happily oblivious of it. In his delirium he raved about 
the Lallard Woods and the game he had snared there. 
He sung snatohes of songs and would whistle for his 
old dog, and swear he was going out with gun and 
pouch for a long day's shooting. He talked of Malling- 
ford, and the peaches growing on the South Wall; he 
went out fishing in his wandering fancy, and caught 
trout and trench, and pointed to his imaginary prey in 
triumph. 

The long years of his struggling youth and un- 
happy manhood faded out of his recollection as breath 
fades away from the surface of a mirror, and the only 
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things which remained firesh and nnchanged as ever 
were the bright idle sunshiny days, spent in boyish 
pnrsuits, filled with folly and joy, wben .he and bis 
brotber tramped along tbe lonely lanes, and lit tbeir 
gipsy üres, and cooked tbeir stölen food, as careless 
conceming tbe past, as tbey were indifferent about tbe 
future. 

Never a word of wife or child, of wealtb, of mis- 
tress! — all tbe time of bis sojoum in London seemed 
wiped out from bis memory. He was a boy again, 
among tbe green fields far away in tbe lonely country 
— a boy, witb tbe sin and tbe sorrow and tbe struggle 
of bis later life forgotten as tbougb tbey bad never been. 

Wben be first became delirious, bis servants, not 
knowing wbat better conrse to adopt, sent over in- 
telligence of bis State to Hereford Street. 

Etta and ber fatber being out of town, tbe two 
butlers beld a consultation as to tbe next tbing to be 
done, and Mr. Alwyn^s bead man, wbo bad known 
Percy Forbes for years, at last decided on going due 
east bimself in searcb of tbat gentleman. 

"He'll teil US wbat to do. I am sure I can't see 
my way among tbem," and concluding tbat bis difficulty 
lay between Mrs. Gainswoode and Mrs. Barbour, tbe 
Gloucester Street official tbougbt tbe plan proposed tbe 
wisest plan tbat could be foUowed. 

"111 witb fever," repeated Percy Forbes to bim- 
self, "and a beggar; tbat was not quite tbe end you 
anticipated wben you started in your Race for Wealtb," 
and be stood looking at tbe sick man witb a terrible 
pity and an awful regret, wbile be raved about tbe 
scenes of bis cbildbood and revisited bis boyisb bannte 
in the dreams of delirium, in tbe fitful fancies of fei 
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"May I remain, Mrs. Barbour?" he said, humbly, 
wben at leogth Olivine, informed of her husband^s 
danger, hurried up to town, and thankfully she bade 
him stay, for who in all the World had ever been so 
true and good a friend to them both as he. 

"And when he recovers a little we will get him 
ont of town, please God," Olivine remarked, while the 
sick man stiU talked so glibly, and ceaselessly con- 
ceming the Covers where the pheasants lay, and the 
stubble that concealed the partridges. 

Knowing the whole of the man's life — his labours, 
his disappointments, his struggles, his sins, his tempta- 
tions; mindful of the great unstable edifice he had 
reared for himself , and cognisant of how that edifice 
had been levelled suddenly to the ground, there was 
something nnutterably monrnful to the listeners in 
hearing his ravings about the simple pleasnres, the 
trivial distresses of his earlier life. 

"It is very terrible," Olivine said, weeping. 

"It is very merciful," Percy answered. 

They did not speak much to one another in those 
days — they did not talk coneeming the min that had 
come on all. Only once Olivine enquired "whether 
anything could be done for Mr. Perkins?" and Percy 
asked what she desired should be done. 

"I wish he could keep on the Distaff Yard Works," 
she said. 

"It shall be seen to," he answered, and Olivine 
rested content 

What, indeed, was there in those days that he did 

not see to, for her, and for him. It seemed as thongh 

he fancied he could not make reparation sufficient for 

having put even the idea of abandoning her husband 
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into Olivine's mind. "If she had done so, and that 
then this had happened," he thought, not once only 
during Lawrence's iUness, bnt a score of times, "I 
shonld never have forgiven myself ; bnt then who could 
possibly have anticipated such an ending? — Etta 
gone — he a beggar, Olivine nnrsing him, and I here." 

A couple of months had indeed bronght about great 
and unexpected changes. When the June roses were 
in bloom, Lawrence was at the very summit of worldly 
success. Now, almost before the leaves on the limes 
had begun to change colour, he lay hovering between 
life and death, a ruined man. 

The race is not always to the swift nor the battle 
to the streng; neither, as a rule, when the events of 
life's day come to be reviewed, can any man honestly 
say it was for the mere sake of amassing money, he 
planned amid the purple tmts of moming to gain him 
riches — to gather gold. 

Wealth; what is wealth? Is it hoards of treasure, 
or bams fiUed to overflowing with com and the glad 
earth^s increase? — is it great blocks of houses and 
Stores crammed from cellar to roöf with goodly 
merchandise? — is it land stretching away far as the 
eye can see, or scrip, or stock, or ground-rent? — 
rather is it not the sweet home ties, a tranquil mind, a 
quiet conscience, the ability to look back over the past 
without remorse, to face that hour which was fast 
Coming to Lawrence Barbour, without fear? 

For he could not Kve. When once the fever left 
him, that fact became patent to every one save Olivine. 
His old injuries told against him now. He might 
linger for a time, the doctors said, but they could give 
no hope of his strength ever retuming to him. 
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But all this bis wife could not, or would not, be- 
lieve. She had faith in her own ability to ward off 
death from him. She imagined if he were once out of 
London the quiet and the peace of her conntry home 
must restore him to health. 

"I cannot live without yon, darling," she whis- 
pered, when he told her it was nseless. "Will you let 
me try to have you taken there?" 

"As you wiÜ, love," he answered, closihg his eyes 
wearily while he spoke. 

They moved him to Gerrard'^s Hall, and he bore 
the short journey better than his medical attendants 
had predicted would be the case. 

"You see they were mistaken in thinking you so 
weak," Olivine said, with thankful tears dimming her 
eyes. "You will get better here — we can carry you 
out on to the lawn, and the pure air will give you 
strength, and you will live for the children^s sake and 
mine." 

- "I will try my best, Olivine," he answered, with a 
sad, sick smile; "only if I should fall, let me teil you 
where I should like to be laid. In that churchyard 
down by the^Thames we walked to one Sunday, the 
first Sunday after you promised to marry me." 

"I cannot bear it, Lawrence," she said, covering 
her face with her hands. 

"That was a bad day's work for you, my child," 
he went on stroking her hair lovingly. 

"Oh! no — no," she interrupted. 

"But yes — " he answered; "if I could live my life 
over again I should strive to make you happier. I think 
I have been mad. Oh, LordI it is hard for a man to 
recover his senaes only that he may see what he has lost." 
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"But you will live, Lawrence," she pleaded, with 
the tears Streaming down lier cheeks. 

"I will if I can," he replied; but he tumed his 
tired ejes towards the window as he spoke, and, look- 
ing a-down the long grassy avenue of lime trees, mut- 
tered to himself "We all do fade as a leaf!" 

In those days he gave way to Olivine's lightest 
wish; if she fancied it would do him good to be carried 
into the garden, or placed on a sofa where the sun- 
beams feil warm on the long glade in front of the 
house, he acceded to her desire. Whatever food and 
medicine she brought him l^e tried to take. 

"It cannot eure me," he remarked to Percy Forbes; 
"but it pleases her, poor child." 

He had long talks in those days with his old partner, 
and more than once he referred to the riyalry which 
once existed between them, to the race in which they 
had mutually entered. 

"Do you remember my betting my life against a 
thousand pounds?" he asked one day. "It was a 
foolish thing to do; but I am about to pay my debt 
honestly. How long it seems since those words were 
spoken. Where shall I be, Forbes, when those trees 
are green again?" he proceeded, as a sudden gust of 
wind brought a shower of leaves down on the smooth 
sward. "You won't answer me; well, I must answer 
myself. I shall have entered on that Etemal To- 
morrow — where all the great things of To-day will 
seem the merest trifles." 

, This idea seemed to have taken utter possession of 
him. "I read it somewhere; or I heard it somewhere; 
or I dreamt it; or it came back to me from the past. 
I cannot teil how it chanced to be impressed on my 



316 THE RAGE POE WEALTH. 

memory; but for a considerable time before the Crash, 
that sentence, *The great things of To-day — are the 
trifles of to-morrow,' always seemed ringing in my 
ears; and, stränge as you may think it, the truth con- 
tained in those words enabled me to bear troubles and 
anxieties without number. I wonder, Forbes, what 
you will be doing when the leaves are falling next 
year!" 

"God knows!" Percy answered. 

"Mr. Sondes did right about the money, you see," 
Lawrence continued; "if he had left it in my power, 
Olivine and the children w.ould have been paupers." 

"If he had left it in your power, perhaps you 
might have shaped your course diflterentiy," Percy re- 
marked. 

"Perhaps so; but it is better as it is," was the 
reply; "far better." 

Olivine could not be induced to think so, however. 
She would have given house and home and fortune to 
keep him with her a little longer; but at last it be- 
came evident even to her that bis day was drawing 
nigh to its close, bis sun about to sink in darkness. — 
As an oak whose leaf fadeth, he was passing away; 
like as the grass withereth and the flower falleth^ he, 
the once streng, self-reliant, resolute man, who had 
set out in life to make a happy destiny for himself , was 
sinking long before he reached middle age into the 
grave, where there is no work, nor device, nor know- 
ledge, nor wisdom. 

He had laboured , he had striven — he had made 
his way — he had wrought out to a great extent bis 
fortune; but the word of Him who cannot lie hath 
declared — 




"Neithör is bread 



riches 



men of understanding, nor yet favoür to men of skill ^^y 
— ' and so, after all bis endeaTours, spite of all Ma 
itruggles, be depai-ted witii the leaves, poor as tbe day 
when h© first entered London, 

And yet not so. He was ricli in love. He had 
wife and children beaide Mm to the Wt. 

The wealth he onee coveted, tbe Lord in mercy 
took away; the wealth he once despised, the Lord iuj 
mercy gave him in Ms honr of need. 




While the blinds were drawn clo«e — while 
dead man lay waiting for btirial ~ while tbe ser- 
vants weilt ahont the honse witli noiBelesB tread, and 
the children's voices were huülied^ Olivmej passing 
one afternoon bj the drawing-room door^ heard two 
people engaged in soraewLat vehement eouversation 

"I shall not teil her, Mra. Gainswoode," Percy 
Forbes seenied answering; **and I ebal! not permit her- 
to he told. Have you not cauäed misery enoagh, that 
yoü should come here at Bnch a timei with §uch a 
retjuest?" 

**You do not know how I loved him," was all ehi 
Baid in reply, 

"And tUat love was none bo praiaeworthy jon 
j^honld boast of it in this honse^'' he retorted bitterly. 

"I am not boastlng^" ahe replied; *^ I ouly teil you 
I loved him, and tbat I would look on his face onee 
more, If Olivine knew how miserable T am , ahe wonld 
pot refnse my ref|uefct." 



I 

a 

I 
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"I would not," Olivine declared. She stood in the 
doorway, clad in her widow's weeds — her eyes red 
and swollen with weeping — her fignre wasted — her 
face wom. "I would not," she repeated; "if it will 
be any comfort to you hereafter, to have looked on 
bis face now, come with me; you shall see him if you 
will." 

She led thewayup the broad staircase, and entered 
the room where aU that was mortal of Lawrence Bar- 
bour lay. 

Without any apparent passion of grief , Mrs. Gains- 
woode touched the dead — timidly, and as though she 
feared Olivine's displeasure. Finding, however, that 
there was no effort made to prevent her doing as she 
liked, Etta stooped and kissed bis Ups. Then she 
signed that she was ready, and tumed to leave the 
room. 

"Do you forgive me?" she whispered, on the 
threshold. 

"I do," Olivine answered. 

"Will you let me kiss you?" and receiving no 
repulse, she wound her arm round Olivine's neck and 
pressed her Ups to hers, just as she had done in the 
garden at Keach House so many a year before. 

"You will never see me again," she said, and, 
drawing her veil over her face, she passed down the 
staircase, and out of the house. 



CONCLUSION. 



CONCLÜSION. 



There are but a few more threads to gather u 
and the web is finished — mj story told. ^^ 

In accordance with Olivine's wisbes, Percy Forb,^ 
made such arrangements as enabled Mr. Perkins n^^ 
merely to continue the Distaff Yard business, bnt ^ ' 
carry it on so successftilly that doubtless, as bis 
younger cbildren grow up like the olive-trees, he will 
be able to portion the daughters liberally, and start bis 
sons in good businesses on their own account 

Mrs. Perkins still resides on the premises, and still 
bas a penchant for making the lives of maids-of-all- 
work a weariness unto them, and of spending much 
time in her kitchen and in superintending the prepara- 
tion of various cnlinary mysteries, occnpations, which she 
enlivens by frequent visits to Old Ford , where she and 
Ada talk much about former times , and make abnndant 
allusion to Lawrence Barbour and Olivine Sondes. 

As for Mrs. Gainswoode, any bright sunshiny day, 
if yon like to walk on the sea-side of the Marine 
Parade at Brighton between the hours of twelve and 
two o'clock , you may see a paralyzed old man wheeled 
along the path, while beside him walks a haggard, 
discontented-looking woman, who, once beautiful, is 
beautiful no longer. Her son is at school, and Mal- 
lingford End is let during bis minority. She detests 
London, and she hates the verymention of society; but 
as she looks out over the sea, her thoughts are in the 
past, they never really live in the present. 

And Olivine — there came a day, — when her 
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grief growing loss passionato, her regret a softer nej 
mory — Percy Forbes pleaded bis »uit once moze. 

In tbe same room wbere be bad held her to Isl 
beart, be repeated tbe story of bis faitbful love, ofü] 
unalterable attachment. 

He talked to ber, and still sbe made no answer. 1 
He prayed ber to speak, and still tbere came no woid, 1 
tili at.Iengtb be said be would go, and retom onljtfl 
sbe gave bim leave to return never to leave her iB] 
life again. 

Tben sbe stretcbed out her bands towards bin,] 
and Said, "Percy, come back, don't go away at all," 1 
and sbe laid her bead on bis breast, and wept for veiy I 
bappiness tbat at last sbe bad found a baven of rest I 

Tbey do not live at Gerrard's Hall now, but during | 
most part of tbe year at Carris Copse, wbicb Percy 
bougbt soon after bis marriage and took possession of. 

He was anxious to get Olivine away from Grays, 
— to remove ber from tbe bouse and tbe scenes where 
sbe bad suffered so mucb, — and perbaps tbe qnly 
cloud tbat ever now darkens for a time tbe brightness 
of bis sky, is wben be imagines be can read in bis 
wife's face tbat ber tbougbts bave travelled back to 
tbe lonely graveyard by tbe river, wbere Lawrence 
Barbour sleeps quietly, unconscious of tbe din of tbat 
great city not a score miles from bis solitary resting- 
place, wbere otber men traverse tbe streets be once 
paced; wbere otbers arß still day by day, slaving, 
toiling, burrying, striving, suffering in tbe Kace for 
Wealtb. 

THE END. 
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